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Sorthwestern  Students! 
Now  is  the  time  to  learn  to  FLY! 

We  welcome  you  to  join  the  N.  U.  Flying  Club.   Fly  at  cost 
with  the  Associated  Flying  Club  of  America 

Plying  instruction  by  fellow  student  and  Phi  Gam  on  campus — 
"Bud  Bealir  USN  Pilot 

Recently   released  from   3V2   y^'^i'-f  service  aboard   the   famous   aircraft   carriers — 
Bunker  Hill.  Saratoga.  Hornet 

Call  "Bud"  at  Uni.  6145  or  Associated  Flying  Club,  Wheeling  165 
Palivaukee  Airport,  Milwaukee  and  Palatine  Roads.  Wheeling,  Illinois 

EL  GArCHO 

North  Shore's  Most  Distinctive  Restaurant  &  Cocktail   Lounge 

WISHES  YOU  A  MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
AXD  A  HAPPY  XEW  YEAR 


The  finest  in  foods, 
chili,  spaghetti, 
lobster  tails,  chicken 
and  steaks 

Skokie  Blvd.,  North  of  Harrison 


Skokie  2870 


LEN  WARD 

The   Sensationally 
Amusing      Caricaturist 

JEAN  MORGAN 

of   the  HAMMOND  ORGAN 


Dinners  served  from   6  'til  10 


Getting  admiring  glances  from  Marty 
Warner  AOPi  are  George  Oberheide, 
Sigma  Nu,  Ken  Knudsen  Sigma  Nu,  and 
Wally   Davis,   Alpha   Delta   Phi. 


Are  you  interested  in  that  "B.M.O.C, 
look"  and  wondering  "where  can  I 
get  those  scarfs,  gloves,  ties,  or 
shirts?^" 

Then  Remember,   .   .   . 

CELIG'S 


STORE  FOR  MEN 


920  Church  St. 


Ore.  6505 
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new\  IZOD  OF  LONDON  success  Blouses 


(in  Carlisle  Rayon  Crepe) 


Izod  designs  suits  and  he  knows  what's  what  in  blouses.  He  gives 
them  the  right  cuffs -the  right  neckline  and  tailoring  that 

makes  you  proud  to  shed  your  coat. 

The  back  buttoned  model  left  in  white  chamois.  Sizes  10-18. 
Regulation  shirt  style,  right.  In  white  chamois.  Sizes  10-20. 
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IN  THE  DRAKB  HOTEL 


MICHIGAN  AT  OAK 


1636  ORRINGTON,  EVANSTON 
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WHO  IS  IT? 


The  first  person  to  identify  the  rest  of  this  picture,  by  coming  into 
MacFarland's,  will  receive  a  prize.  .  .  . 

A  Beautiful  Necktie!  ! 


MACFARLAND'S 

Home  of  Hart  Shaffner  and  Marx  Clothes 
1627  Orrington  Uni.  4308 
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COMPLETE  TRAINING   IN 
Speech 
Style  Co-Ordination 

ulture   for   the   Teen-Ager,    t 


Hair  Styling 
College   Girl,    the 


J    graduates    through     Models 
ated  by  Patricia  Stevens. 


/"^^utncia  Stevens 

"Loveliness  UnWm'ited" 

COVER  GIRLS 
FASHION  AND   PHOTOGRAPHIC   MODELS 

2  yourself  a  present- 
;  present — in  trainin 
rses    designed    to    en 


3   Christmas   present — or   have    Mother   or    Dad   give   you 
planned    to    develope    the    loveliest    YOU.— Professional 

ancp    your    qualifications    for    success    in    the    field' 
Television,     Motion    Picture.     Photographic    and    Fashion    Modeling.— Also    Charm 
courses   to   fit   every   need.    Children,   girls   and    matrons   of   all    ages   may   qualify. 

Inquire  now  about  the  Patricia  Stevens  requirements  and  training  for  models. 
You  may  build  a  fascinating  career  for  yourself  in  Television,  Photographic  or 
Fashion  Modeling.  Modeling  as  a  profession  or  Extra  Money  in  spare  time. 
Write,  phone  or  visit  our  studios  for  a  copy  of  "Cover  Girl  Re 
obligation. 

Listen   to   COVER   GIRL    PARADE   every    Sunday,    12:45    P.M,,    Station    WIND 
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Patricia  Stevens   Finishing  School 


CHICAGO  STUDIOS.  30  W.  Washington 


CHICAGO 
NEW  YORK 


The  Only  ISalional  School  of  This   Type 

INDIANAPOLIS 
MILWAUKEE 


Phone  STAte  1781 
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Time  for  a  get-together . . .  Have  a  Coke 


.  .  .  or  making  the  party  a  success 

It's  easy  to  plan  a  date  at  home  when  you  have  frosty  bottles  of  Coca-Cola 
in  the  family  refrigerator.  Have  a  Coke  says  the  hostess,  and  the  affair  is  off 
to  a  flying  start.  To  young  or  old,  this  friendly  invitation  opens  the  way  to 
better  acquaintance,  adds  zest  and  enjoyment  to  entertaining.  From  Alabama 
to  Oregon,  Coca-Cola  stands  for  the  pause  that  refreshes, — a  pleasant  way  to 
make  folks  feel  at  home. 

BOTTLED   UNDER  AUTHORITY   OF  THE  COCA-COLA   COMPANY  BY 

COCA-COLA    BOTTLING    CO.,   OF    CHICAGO,  INC. 


friendly  abbreviation 
the  quality  prod- 
Cola  Company. 
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BETWEEN  COVERS 

We  actually  succeeded  in  getting  out 
a  second  issue,  and  here  it  is.  Since  it 
is  almost  Christmas  there  are  lots  of 
Christmas  things  in  it  like  Elaine 
Neckermann's  Good  Will  To  Men, 
page  next,  Blurg's  Carol  on  page  14, 
and  our  Bar  Guide. 

There  is  serious  fiction  by  way  of 
Anniversary  and  No  Arch  No  Tri- 
umph by  Jerry  Shavelson  and  Bill 
Durkee,  respectively,  and  there  are 
features.  Marcia  Lunde  and  Rita  Ken- 
nedy explain  Joe  Miller  on  page  16, 
and  we  get  first  hand  information  in 
Back  From  Germany,  which  is  on  Ed- 
ward Spindler,  now  a  NU  student. 

There  are  pictures  on  football  sea- 
son highlights  and  U  Theatre,  among 
other  things,  Brown's  review  column 
again.  Purple  People,  The  Editor's 
Page,  more  new  cartoons  by  Bruce 
Pine,  and— the  goons. 


THE  COVER 

You  should  all  know  the  people  on 
the  cover  by  now— The  Parrot's  Man 
and  Woman  of  the  Year,  Bobbie  Pig- 
ott  and  "Hap"  Murphey.  They're  at 
Dyche— where  "Hap"  works  out  as 
halfback  every  afternoon— in  the  cover 
picture.  They're  all  over  Chicago  in 
the  piano  picture  spread  on  pages  22 
and  23. 
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OVE  OVER  WILL  YOU, 
Bessie?  I've  only  got  fifteen  minutes. 
Will  you  get  a  load  of  that  sign!  "The 
Management  Wishes  You  All  The 
Joys  Of  The  Holiday  Season!"  Huh, 
the  management  wishes  you  a  nervous 
breakdown.  The  management  wishes 
you  a  case  of  the  DTs.  Oh,  God,  my 
feet!  They're  going  to  give  up  the 
ghost  any  minute. 

You  think  your  department  is 
crowded.  You  can  at  least  stay  in  one 
place.  Down  in  the  basement  they've 
got  me  pole  vaulting  from  counter  to 
counter.  I'm  running  the  mercantile 
version  of  the  forty  yard  dash.  Then 
when  I  come  up  for  air  Simon  Legree 
standing  over  there  in  the  middle  of 
the  floor  like  a  potted  plant  gives  me 
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the  old  "stop  shirking,  what  are  we 
paying  you  for?"  look. 

Christmas!  It  ought  to  be  oiulawed! 
Peace  on  Earth,  Good  Will  To  Men, 
m)  Aunt  Fanny!  Good  will  for  that 
niol)  down  there?  Oh  sister,  if  I  only 
had  a  jiuiior  sized  atom  bomb,  I'd 
stand  on  the  eighth  floor  and  drop  it 
on  them  with  the  greatest  of  glee. 

And  the  kids!  Ye  Gods,  the  kids! 
Listen  Bessie,  yesterday  while  I  was  in 
Girdles  some  slimy  little  brat  made  me 
a  present  of  his  all-day  sucker.  Only 
I  didn't  know  it.  I  was  straightening 
the  display  of  two-way  stretches  and 
somehow  two  of  them  were  stuck  to- 
gether. I  was  beginning  to  wonder 
since  when  we  were  selling  girdles  for 
Siamese  Twins,  when  I  finally  jerked 
the  darn  things  apart.  That's  where 
the  all-day  sucker  comes  in! 

Just  then  Legree  walked  over  with 
a  "What's  the  trouble  Miss  Schultz?" 
I  showed  him  the  candy  stuck  to  the 
girdles.  And  he  gave  me  a  funny  look. 
"You  should  be  more  careful.  Miss 
Schultz,"  he  says.  I  should  be  more 
careful!  I  should  strangle  you  with  a 
garter  belt,  you  old  fossil!  No,  I  didn't 
say  that  out  loud.  I  didn't  have  a 
chance  to.  He  sent  me  on  a  wild  goose 
chase  over  to  Notions.  Somebody 
wanted  me  on  the  phone  over  there. 

I  was  rimning  against  traflic,  trip- 
ping over  a  squawking  brat  sitting  in 
the  middle  of  the  aisle  yelling  Mamma 
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The  Management  Wishes 
You  a  Merry  Christmas. 
Huh!  The  Management 
Wishes  You  a  Nervous  Break- 
doMii. 


^vhen  a  bony  arm  reached  oiu  and 
grabbed  me  by  the  shoulder.  "Girlie, 
where  can  I  find  Santa  Glaus?"  There 
are  signs  all  o\er  the  place,  but  she 
couldn't  read!  I  looked  her  square  in 
the  eye  and  said.  "At  the  North  Pole 
lady!" 

Before  she  could  say  anything  I  was 
gone.  I  got  over  to  Notions  and  picked 
up  the  phone.  Whoever  it  was  had 
hung  up.  Can  I  help  it  if  it  takes  me 
ten  minutes  to  get  from  one  end  of 
this  hole  to  the  other?  M^hat  I  need  is 
a  pogo  stick. 

I  was  ready  to  sneak  back  to  girdles 
when  some  fat,  old  dame  asked  to  see 
manicure  scissors.  It  wasn't  my  depart- 
ment, but  the  other  two  girls  behind 
the  counter  were  going  crazy  taking 
ordeis  for  monogrammed  handker- 
chief cases,  so  I  figured  the  sale 
wouldn't  take  much  time. 

She  wasn't  satisfied  with  anything  I 
showed  her.  They  were  either  too 
sharp  or  too  dull.  She  wanted  the  scis- 
sors for  her  son  Herman  in  the  Army  i 
and  they  had  to  be  just  perfect.  She'd 
been  to  at  least  three  other  stores,  but 
she  hadn't  found  anything  worthy  of 
Herman's  sacred  cuticle. 

Finally  she  decides  on  a  pair  for  a 
buck  and  a  half.  Would  I  put  it  in  a 
box  and  wrap  it  for  mailing?  she  asked. 
Can  you  beat  that,  Bessie?  With  the 
greatest  of  pleasure  I  told  her  there 
was  no  wrapping  for  mail  dining  the 
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Christmas  season,  and  that  we  hadn't 
seen  a  box  since  before  Pearl  Harbor. 

You  should  have  seen  the  old  ele- 
phant get  up  on  her  high  horse.  I 
thought  she  was  going  to  drop  her  up- 
per plate.  To  think  I  wouldn't  make 
an  exception  for  a  soldier's  gift.  Where 
was  my  gratitude?  Poor  Herman,  down 
there  in  Texas  these  four  years  suffer- 
ing from  acute  hangnails  and  unable 
to  procure  a  manicme  scissors.  I  was 
a  selfish  ingrate  and  indirectly  adding 
to  a  soldier's  discomfort. 

I  told  her  I  was  sorry— with  my 
tongue  in  my  cheek.  I  felt  like  asking 
her  if  Herman  got  the  Purple  Heart 
for  his  wounded  pinkies. 

When  the  old  girl  barrelled  away  I 
decided  to  get  out  of  there  quick  be- 
fore I  ran  into  more  trouble.  Back  in 
girdles  Legree  asked  me  where  I'd  been 


so  long  so  I  said,  "They  were  having 
a  garden  party  over  in  Notions  and 
they  insisted  I  stay  for  a  cup  of  tea." 
That  I  said  out  loud.  He  just  looked 
at  me.  He  wouldn't  dare  get  gay  now 
that  the  store's  short  of  help. 

My  feet  were  killing  me,  so  I  kicked 
off  my  shoes  behind  the  counter.  It 
was  heaven  until  Legree  stuck  his  long 
beak  over  and  saw  me.  I  felt  like 
thumbing  my  nose,  but  I  wiggled  my 
big  toe  at  him  instead.  Just  to  be  dirty 
he  told  me  to  go  clear  up  to  the  tenth 
floor  to  pick  up  something  from  the 
engraving  department.  I  put  my  shoes 
on  and  waited  by  the  employee's  eleva- 
tor. But  could  I  get  on  it?  Oh,  no! 
The  customers  were  using  it.  "God 
Bless  The  Customers  At  Christmas 
Time"  says  the  store.  Give  me  that 
slogan  for  a  minute  and   I'd  change 


the  verb  soon  enough  and  I'd  be  re- 
flecting the  sentiment  of  all  of  us. 

Anyway,  up  nine  floors  and  down 
nine  floors  on  that  crawling  escalator. 
People  blowing  down  my  neck.  Peo- 
ple sticking  their  elbow  in  my  solar 
plexus  and  kids  tap  dancing  on  my 
feet.  The  only  thing  that  kept  me  go- 
ing was  the  thought  that  in  one  more 
hour  I'd  be  with  Joey  sitting  in  a  nice 
peaceful  movie  .  .  .  with  my  shoes  off. 
Closing  time  finally  came.  I  was  just 
covering  the  counter  when  Joey 
showed  up.  And  do  you  know  what 
that  big  lug  said?  "Baby,  I've  got  a 
surpi-ise  for  you.  Since  I've  been  in 
the  Navy  I've  learned  to  jive.  No 
movies  tonight,  kid.  Danceland,  here 
we  come." 

What  happened,  Bessie?  Oh,  God, 
my  feet! 


'And  7I0U},  about  house  rules!  .  .  .  er  .  .  .  ah 
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BLURG'S 
CAROL 


Xjll'rg   hunched   on   his 

haunches  and  swayed  boisterously 
back  and  I'orth  humming  a  happy 
carol  to  himsell  and  gulping  in  the 
sweet  wafts  of  roasting  pterodactyl 
that  came  his  way. 

Blurg  was  a  man  well  contented 
with  himself.  Had  he  not  a  mate  who 
could  cook  tyranosori  and  also  catch 
them?  Had  he  not  three  playful 
youngsters  who  even  now  were  amus- 
ing themselves,  awaiting  the  call  to 
dinner  by  rolling  boulders  over  each 
other's  heads?  He  delighted  in  watch- 
ing the  happy  creatures'  graceful  an- 
tics. He  noted  with  pride  the  well- 
shaped  slope  of  their  shoulders,  the 
downward  droop  of  their  jaivs  as  they 
leaped  up  and  do^vn  in  glee,  their 
powerful  arms  dragging. 

Blurg  craned  his  neck  around  to 
survey  his  peaceful  dwelling.  In  one 
corner  of  his  com- 
fortably dim  cave 
stood  a  fossilized 
pine  tree,  trimmed 
with  dangling  paia- 
topterygoid  bones 
and  petrified  moss.  Under  a  huge 
cloud  of  gaseous  smoke,  Magoosh,  his 
spouse,  squatted  by  a  roaring  fire 
waving  a  pterodactyl  shank  in  the 
flames  and  howling  "S-ivibnirgswosh" 
which  indicated  that  dinner  would 
soon  be  served. 

The  little  ones  dropped  their  IdouI- 
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tiers  and  Bhng  sharpened  against  the 
wa\\  the  new  bone  carving  knife  which 
had  been  Magoosh's  Christmas  gift  to 
him.  He  had  carved  her  name  into  a 
club  of  petrified  wood  and  presented  it 
to  her  after  long  deliberation,  think- 
ing that  she  might  prefer  something 
more  personal.  However,  the  club  was 
certainly  a  practical  gift. 

Suddenly  he  felt  a  great  rush  of  af- 
fection for  Magoosh  and  went  to  her, 
twisting  her  arm  lovingly.  She  bashed 
him  aside  with  a  sweep  of  her  arm  and 
set  the  steaming  roast  down  in  the 
midst  of  the  clustered  children.  One 
of  the  little  ones  cried  aloud  in  pain, 
but  after  his  mother  had  beaten  him  a 
few  times  with  her  new  club  he  grew 
silent.  Blurg,  however,  was  not  going 
to  let  a  little  thing  like  family  discord 
mar  the  harmony  of  this  day. 

Raisino  a  dinosaiu"  skin  filled  with 


Blurg  was  a  man  well  contented  with  himself  on 
this  Happy  Christmas  Day.  And  the  pterodactyl 
smelled  delicious. 


a  potent  herb  brew,  he  drank  long  and 
heartily  to  the  holiday  and  bade  his 
\vifc  and  children  to  do  likewise.  They 
drank  and  the  party  assumed  a  riotous 
air.  Urpnog,  the  youngest,  became  es- 
pecially boisterous,  and  his  mother 
■was  forced  to  discipline  him  again. 

The   children   began   to   tear  great 


hunks  off  the  steaming  pterodactyl 
roast  and  stuff  it  greedily  into  their 
little  mouths  as  children  are  wont  to 
do  on  Christmas.  Blurg  himself  de- 
clared that  it  was  the  best  pterodactyl 
that  he  had  ever  tasted. 

Magoosh  thanked  her  mate  for  his 
compliment  and  added  that  since  she 
had  been  able  to  procure  such  a  large 
bird,  she  had  given  part  of  it  to  the 
Splug  family  next-cave  because  hunt- 
ing hadn't  been  too  good  with  them 
this  season. 

"^X'hen  nothing  but  a  heap  of  gnawed 
bones  remained  of  the  roast,  Magoosh 
arose  and  brought  forth  a  huge  slab  i 
of  candied  mammoth  blubber,  and 
the  family  gorged  themselves  on  their 
desert.  Blurg,  o^'ercome  by  his  Christ- 
mas cheer,  curled  up  beside  the  bone 
heap  and  dropped  into  slumber.  The 
carefree  children  were  not  disconcerted 
by  their  father's  ap- 
parent  reluctance 
to  play  and  danced 
nrerrily  around  his 
inert  form,  chant- 
ing Yuletide  songs 
and  swatting  Blurg  playfully  ori  his 
stomach  with  their  stone  war  clubs,  a 
gift  from  Santa  Clans. 

Blurg  in  his  stupor  heard  the  child- 
ish    chanting    and     felt     the    gentle  ; 
thumps   on   his   abdomen    through   a 
bleary  haze  of  good  fcllo^vship.  Life 
■i\as  good.  Blurg  was  a  happy  man. 

PV  RPLE    PARROT  I 


BY  JERRY  SHAYEf.SON 


AIVIVIVEHSARY 


My  God!  Whoever  invented 
family  reunions  should  be 
roasting  in  hell — or  attend- 
ing one,  said  Ethel.  And  must 
Andy  keep  up  a  running  flow 
of 


gags 


I 


T  WAS  OBVIOUS  THAT  THE 
Fugler  furniture  had  occupied  larger 
quarters  at  one  time.  Now,  one  cor- 
ner of  the  china  closet  stuck  out  dan- 
gerously and  kept  the  door  from  the 
kitchen  from  closing,  and  the  table, 
when  extended,  wedged  Mr.  Fugler 
at  the  foot  of  it,  against  the  sideboard. 
The  sideboard  was  supported  by 
carved  cherubs,  as  were  the  table  and 
the  chinacloset,  and  today  the  cherubs 
looked  as  if  they  had  just  been  drink- 
ing celestial  milk.  Their  mouths  and 
eyes  were  rimmed  with  white,  the  re- 
I  mains  of  the  furniture  polish  that  old 
Mrs.  Fugler  had  neglected  to  rub  off 

She  had  not  neglected  to  arrange 
the  wax  fruit  carefully  however,  or  to 
dust  the  photographs  on  the  walls,  and 
her  children,  seated  around  the  table, 
had  all  remarked  that  the  room  looked 
wonderful.  "Momma,"  John,  her  only 
son  had  said,  catching  sight  of  the  pic- 
ture of  him  age  5  holding  a  violin, 
"Momma,  the  place  looks  just  like  it 
did  on  Walnut  street  when  we  had  the 
big  house.  This  is  wonderful.  Isn't 
it,  Ethel?"  he  remarked  to  his  unmar- 
ried sister  on  his  right. 

"It  certainly  is,"  she  said,  and 
thought,  "My  God,  who  ever  invented 
family  reunions  should  be  roasting  in 
hell— or  attending  one,"  she  amended. 

"It  certainly  is,"  echoed  Alice,  the 
married  sister,  the  candlelight  picking 
out  the  grey  in  her  hair. 

"You  bet,"  said  Andy,  her  husband. 
"I  propose  a  toast." 
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"Momma,"  Alice  screeched  into  the 
kitchen,  "Andy's  proposing  a  toast, 
forget  about  the  duck  and  come  out 
here." 

"It  won't  fly  away  now,  Momma,  if 
you  leave  it  for  a  minute,"  old  Mr. 
Fugler  added.  His  children  and  chil- 
dren-in-law  laughed  indidgently. 

"The  old  man's  a  card,  isn't  he," 
John  whispered  to  his  wife,  who  was 
carefully  pleating  her  napkin.  She 
smiled,  and  smoothed  the  napkin  on 
her  lap. 

Mrs.  Fugler  edged  through  the  door, 
wiping  her  hands  on  the  frilled  apron 
Alice  had  given  her  last  mother's  day. 
"Well,"  she  said,  and  stood  alongside 
her  husband's  chair. 

Andy  stood  up.  So  did  John  and 
Ethel  and  Alice  and  John's  wife,  Mary. 
He  raised  his  glass  in  the  direction  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fugler  and  said  in  his 
most  impressive  voice,  "I  propose  a 
toast  to  Momma  and  Poppa  on  their 
fiftieth  wedding  anniversary.  May 
they  have  fifty  more  years  together 
just  as  happy,  and  may  they  make  a 
good  haul  of  presents  this  afternoon." 

E\eryone  laugh- 
ed and  sat  down. 
"Does  Andy  think 
he  has  to  keep  up 
a  running  flow  of 
gags?"  Ethel  won- 
dered. "How  does 
."Vlice  stand  him?" 

"If  you  don't 
start  on  the  soup, 
it  will  be  cold  as 
ice,"  Mrs.  Fugler 
scolded.  "The  cluck 
is  ready  to  go  on 
the  table." 

"Momma,  why 
don't  you  sit 
down,"  Ethel  wail- 
ed in  exasperation. 
"I  can  take  care  of 
the  duck,  and  this 
is  yoin-  dinner.  You 


don't  have  to  stay  in  the  kitchen." 

"When  you  get  a  home  of  your  oivn, 
dear,  you'll  understand  that  a  wom- 
an's greatest  pleasure  is  preparing 
things  for  her  children,"  Mrs.  Fugler 
said. 

"Of  course.  Momma,"  John  pro- 
nounced. "But  this  time  Ethel  is  right. 
She  can  take  care  of  the  kitchen.  It's 
good  experience  for  her." 

Momma  sat  down,  and  Ethel  left 
the  table  to  dish  oiu  the  duck. 

"I  don't  know  what's  the  matter  with 
Ethel,"  Alice  said  in  a  whisper,  sup- 
posedly audible  only  to  those  at  the 
table.  "She  snaps  so  at  everyone.  Last 
time  she  came  in  from  New  York  she 
made  ftm  of  the  roses  Tootsie's  boy 
friend  sent  her  to  wear  for  the  formal." 

"Ethel's  all  right.  She  just  works 
too  hard,"  Mrs.  Fugler  insisted.  "She 
just  has  to  find  some  nice  man  and  set- 
tle down,  and  she'll  be  fine." 

"That's  right,"  Mr.  Fugler  said.  He 
bi^aced  his  elbow  against  the  edge  to 
the  table  and  bent  his  head  to  reach 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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CHRISTMAS 
BAR  GUIDE 


BY  PATTY  UAGER 


J_JoN'T  LOOK  NOW  KIDDIES. 

but  Christmas  is  rolling  around  again. 
Yes,  good  old  Merry  Christmas  with 
its  jolly  old  times.  And  once  again  out 
crawls  jolly  old  Ma  Hager  from  hiber- 
nation behind  a  bottle  of  Haig  and 
Haig  complete  with  Santa  Claus  suit 
and  reindeer  to  help  you  with  your 
festivities.  Do  you  have  problems? 
■^V^ell,  settle  back,  kiddies,  and  read 
on,  and  everything  will  dissolve  into 
an  alcoholic  rosiness  when  you  see 
idiat  we  have  planned  for  you  in  the 
way  of  recipes  to  make  your  Christmas 
revelry  complete. 

The  first  on  our  little  list  is  called 
Noel  Cocktail,  a  marvelous  concoc- 
tion. To  make  it,  take  half  frozen 
sherry  and  half  one  hundred  octane 
gasoline  and  pour  it  very  slowly  into 
an  asbestos  glass.  (Please  refrain  from 
smoking  when  you're  mixing  this.  We 
lost  several  perfectly  delightful  guest 
editors  that  way.) 

The  next  one  is  entitled  Old  Coco- 
Hoaua,  a  very  simple  drink.  All  that 
it  requires  is  six  gallons  of  coconut 
milk  and  some  place  nice  and  warm 
to  ferment  it  in.  If  you  are  taking  a 
sun  tan,  put  it  under  the  sun  lamp 
■ivith  you  for  about  six  weeks.  When 
the  mixture  is  good  and  smelly,  take 
it  out  and  distill  it.  When  you  serve 
it  to  your  guests,  provide  each  one  a 
block  of  ice  to  sit  on.  because, 
brother,  it's  hot  stuff. 

Christmas  is  supposed  to  be  a  jolly 
season,  but  there  are  a  lot  of  things 
that  can  happen  to  pretty  well  louse 
it  up.  If  you  receive  a  ghastly  assort- 
ment of  gifts  or  if  Aunt  Minnie  and 
her  poodles  come  for  Christmas  and 
then  decide  to  spend  the  year  with 
you,  don't  worry;  we  have  just  the 
thing  for  you,  so  rush  right  out  to  the 


kitchen  and  ^vhi])  up  a  Leopard 
Special. 

V3   Calvados 

V5   cognac 

i/i   sherry  brandy 

%  milk 

Shake  well  until  foamy.  Then  float 
several  holly  leaves  on  top  to  open 
yoiu"  throat  as  the  heavenly  liquid 
feels  its  way  down.  Aunt  Minnie  won't 
bother  you  after  several  glasses.  You 
won't  be  able  to  see  her  for  the  spots 
before  your  eyes.  Ah  yes.  Leopard 
Specials. 

One  of  the  best  little  pain  killers 
we've  seen  for  a  long  time  is  a  number 
called  Hot  Shot  Charlie.  Into  a  zombie 
glass  two-thirds  filled  with  beer,  gent- 
ly lower  a  shot  glass  filled  with  bour- 
bon and  then  another  shot  glass  filled 
with  scotch.  Stuff  cotton  in  your  ears 
so  the  clanking  ^von't  bother  you  and 
drink  heartily. 

If  you're  reading  this  in  the  sanctu- 
ary of  your  own  quiet  home,  how 
about  whipping  iqj  a  Great  White 
Father? 

\/<,  \odka 

I/2     gin 

dash  of  soda  water 

dash  of  bitters 

one  egg  (with  or  without  the  shell) 

Mix  this  with  great  vigor  and  serve 


''You  bring  mil  the  gypsy  in  nu 


in  champagne  glasses.  If  you  don't 
\vant  to  give  Chicago  back  to  the  In- 
dians after  three  of  these,  we  will  per- 
sonally refund  to  you  the  price  of 
this  magazine.  And  a  dollar  and  a 
qtiarter  isn't  much  for  the  magazine 
you  love  to  touch.  (We  must  stop 
drinking  that  3.2  beer.) 

It  rained  today,  and  as  we  slip  out 
of  these  wet  clothes  and  into  a  dry 
martini  it  is  interesting  to  reflect  upon 
the  lovely  custom  of  drinking.  Es- 
pecially at  Christmas  time.  What 
coidd  be  nicer  than  a  steaming  hot 
Tom  and  Jerry  or  a  whiskey  toddy  on 
a  cold,  cold  snowy  night?  And  how 
about  the  wonderful  custom  of  was- 
sailing the  apple  trees  on  Christmas 
Eve?  I  don't  know  just  what  the  apple 
trees  get  out  of  it,  but  there  is  nothing 
sweeter  than  a  lot  of  jovial  people 
dancing  barefooted  on  the  ice  around 
an  apple  tree,  wassail  in  hand.  Cosy 
little  cocktail  parties  where  you  meet  a 
lot  of  people,  most  of  whom  you  wish 
you  had  never  seen  before,  but  a  gen- 
erous punch  bowl  can  help  you  forget 
that  you  should  have  stood  in  bed. 
And  so,  as  a  special  Christmasy  treat 
for  )ou,  we  have  a  punch  bowl  recipe 
for  you  that  will  make  any  party  com- 
plete. It's  called  Eager  Beaver.  Pour 
one  large  bottle  of  Southern  Comfort 
into  a  bowl.  Add 

4  ounces  Jamaica  rum 
,    1   cup  pineapple  juice 

1   cup  grapefruit  juice 

Garnish  with  sliced  oranges,  pine- 
apple, and  maraschino  cherries.  Cool 
with  ice  cubes.  Then  add  a  large  bot- 
tle of  champagne.  This  recipe  will 
serve  one  large  person  comfortably. 

And  so,  another  year  has  passed.  We 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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•       HY  BOB  COI.E 

Back  From 
GERMAM 


(.(, 


ij^ERMAN     YOUTH    AND 

Germany  in  general  can  be  regener- 
ated. It  will  be  difficult  and  touchy— 
but  it  can  be  done."  This  is  what  Ed- 
ward Spindler  says,  and  he  should 
know— he  has  lived  eighteen  of  his 
twenty-two  years  in  Germany,  eleven 
of  which  were  under  the  Hitler  regime. 

Spindler,  a  freshman  in  North- 
western's  College  of  Liberal  Arts,  at 
first  gives  the  impression  of  being  very 
"Heidelbergish"  with  his  blue  eyes, 
blonde  hair,  and  slight  accent.  But 
his  easy  manner  and  frequent  soft 
chuckles  dispel  any  idea  of  a  curt- 
voiced,  heel-clicking  continental.  His 
words,  too,  have  that  slight  twang 
which  comes  only  from  a  middle- 
westerner— Chicago  was  Spindler's 
home  from  the  time  he  was  six  until 
the  age  of  eleven. 

He    came   here    from    Germany    in 
1929  after  his  mother  had  taken  for 
her  second  husband  an  American  tour- 
ist who  was  traveling  in  Germany.  But 
the  loss  of  the  family's  property  in  the 
crash   of   the   early    thirties   plus   the 
death  of  his  step-father  forced  Edward 
and  his  mother  to  return  to  Ger- 
many  in    1934,    since    the    only 
source  of  income  for  them  was 
invested  there. 

Upon  returning  he  entered  a 
Berlin  academy,  and  in  the  fol- 
lowing years  he  had  the  opportunity 
to  attend  four  others,  among  them 
the  famous  Salem  school  on  Lake  Con- 
stance. As  far  as  Spindler  is  concerned, 
however,  the  traditional  German 
claim  to  having  one  of  the  world's 
best  school  systems  is  a  myth— at  least 
under  Hitler— for  the  ones  he  was  en- 
rolled in  or  visited  were  very  bad. 

"All  the  faculty  members  with  the 
least  liberal  tendencies  were  forced  to 


resign,  leaving  a  thor- 
oughly biased  and  in- 
complete educational 
system,"  Spindler  says. 

Edward  has  dis- 
tasteful memories  of 
his  examinations— all 
contained  an  essay 
question  requiring  an 
exhaustive  description  of  either  the 
"Fuehrer"  or  the  Nazi  party  system. 

"The  only  advantage  of  even  the 
private  academies  was  the  absence  ol 
all  Hitler  youth.  The  student  l)od\ 
was  made  up  of  many  foreigners  such 
as  diplomats'  children  and  \isitors  in 
Germany,"  he  explains. 

Spindler,  being  an  American  citizen 
through  his  stepfather,  belonged  to 
the  latter  class  and  as  such  was  for- 
tunate enough  to  receive  a  Swiss  let- 
ter of  protection.  This  letter  ^vas  valu- 
able later  when  it  exempted  him  from 
army  duty.  The  Gestapo,  ordered  to 
get  all  young  men,  exerted  a  great 
deal  of  pressure  on  him,  but  the 
power  and  prestige  of  the  Swiss  gov- 
ernment as  represented  through  their 
various  consuls  in  Germany  pre\entecl 

Edward  Spindler  likes  Northwest- 
ern— after  seeing  the  German  edu- 
cational system  plundered  by  the 
Nazis. 

their  taking  action.  He  remembers 
only  too  well  the  dreaded  SS  men 
and  their  rather  unsubtle  verbal  per- 
suasion for  army  duty  and  the  jibes 
and  accusations  of  cowardice  from 
local  residents.  In  addition,  many 
former  acquaintances  who  had  entered 
the  Wehrmacht  and  come  back  with 
wild  and  gory  tales  of  the  front  and  of 
the  plundering  of  neighboring  coun- 
tries made  then-  contempt  known  for 


this  youth  who  wouldn't  acknowledge 
the  fact  that  he  was  really  a  "true 
German"  and  fight  for  his  racial  herit- 
age regardless  of  the  nationality  given 
on  his  passport. 

This  open  antagonism  increased 
later  when  the  tide  of  the  war  turned 
and  the  Allied  bombings  began,  for 
the  Germans  were  infuriated  that  ev- 
ery youth  was  not  fighting  their 
enemies  after  their  homes  and  fac- 
tories were  blown  to  rubble  by  those 
"swine." 

"But  I  had  l:)ecome  too  attached  to 
this  country  during  my  five  year  stay 
and  too  iiuich  an  admirer  of  de- 
mocracy to  fight  against  it  or  its  allies," 
Spmdler  declares. 

His  mother  had  always  instilled  in 
him  a  love  of  freedom  and  the 
things  for  which  we  stand.  To 
fight  it  alongside  the  perpetra- 
tors of  mass  slavery  and  plunder 
was  out  of  the  question. 

Spindler's  accusations  of  slav- 
ery and  plunder  are  not  based  on  sec- 
ondary sources  or  abstract  opinion.  "I 
actually  saw  the  finest  of  French  per- 
fumes and  Russian  furniture  in  the 
homes  of  the  wretched  peasants  during 
visits  to  the  countryside  of  southern 
Germany  where  we  moved  after  our 
house  in  Berlin  was  destroyed  in  1944 
and  my  mother  had  narrowly  missed 
death  in  the  pulverizing  British  raids 
(Continued  on  page  36) 
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Mr.  Miller 


OE  MILLER  IS  A  VERY  BUSY 
man,"  Miss  Church  of  the  Scott  in- 
formation desk  told  us,  "and  if  he  is 
any  busier  next  week,  we  will  all  be  in 
our  coffins!"  Joe  Miller,  the  newly- 
returned  -  f  r  o  m- the-wars-Director  of 
Student  Affairs,  was  integrating  NU's 
first  postwar  Homecoming.  So  we 
didn't  see  him  that  week,  but  with  the 
first  dawn  of  the  next  we  prowled  the 
second  floor  of  Scott,  hoping  not  to 
find  the  Student  Activities  staff  in  cof- 
fins. 

They  weren't,  nor  was  Mr.  Miller. 
Discharge  button  in  lapel,  he  led  us 
past  a  busily  working  staff  to  his  inner 
sanctum  and  offered  cigarettes,  say- 
ing, "It's  fun  being  interviewed,  but  I 
hope  you're  not  just  interested  in 
WAA-MU."  "Never  that,"  we  assured 
him  and  asked  what  he  had  been  do- 
ing with  himself  since  he  left  North- 
western three  years  ago.  But  Mr.  Mil- 
ler was  more  anxious  to  talk  about 
NU  than  himself  and  only  told  us 
that  he  had  been  attached  to  the 
Headquarters  of  the  Army  Air  Forces 
Training  Command  and  acting  as  an 
assistant  director  of  the  AAF  College 
Training  Program  for  a  year  and  a 
half. 

"I  enjoyed  it,  but  it's  wonderful  to 
be  back."  Especially  wonderful,  he 
feels,  is  the  eagerness  of  the  student 
body  to  move  ahead  on  all-student 
projects— which  was  most  noticeable 
dining  the  Homecoming  festivities 
which,  he  says,  were  "the  real  thing" 
this  year. 
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School  spirit,  dulled 
by  the  war,  is  coming 
back,  Joe  Miller 
thinks.  "It  should  not  be  measured 
only  by  the  cheering  at  football  games 
but  by  the  cooperation  shown  in 
A\'orking  together  toward  a  common 
goal."  This  lack  of  spirit  seems  to  have 
produced  an  urge  for  over-publicity 
on  the  campus  which  Mr.  Miller 
thinks  will  disappear  in  time.  "Let's 
have  such  good  student  affairs  that 
they  won't  need  publicity." 

Good  student  affairs  and  student  or- 
ganization are  the  goals  of  his  work. 


butler. 


The  Parrot  reports  on  Joe  Miller, 
newly  -  returned  -  from  -  the  -  wars  Di- 
rector of  Student  Affairs  and  WAA- 
MU's  organizer. 

Before  he  attained  his  present  position 
he  directed  the  beginning  of  NU's 
Placement  Bureau,  set  up  the  system 
of  group  leaders  which  has  subse- 
quently blossomed  into  the  Wildcat 
Council,  instituted  the  present  system 
of  Student  Finance  and  organized  the 
Personnel  Administration.  He  has  a 
talent  for  organization,  and,  moreover, 
he  delights  in  organizing  anything. 

He  loves  music,  especially  musical 
comedy  scores  and  Gershwin,  but  his 
extensive  record  collection  reaches 
from  Bach  to  boogie.  His  holjbies,  his 
avocation,  and  his  extra-curricular  in- 
terests are  WA.\-MU,  biu  he  does  play 
golf— "a  very  bad  game  but  I  love  it," 
he  says— and  his  deep  secret  passion  is 
magic. 

He  reads  tomes  on  the  subject  avid- 


ly, buys  Gilbert  Mysto-Magic  sets  and 
follows  intently  the  actions  of  any 
magician  who  comes  into  view.  When 
asked  if  there  have  been  magicians  in 
any  WAA-MU  productions  he  replied, 
"In  all  of  them  that  have  been  any 
good."  He  aspires  in  his  dreams  to  be 
one  of  the  magical  brotherhood  but 
so  far  has  had  no  offers  to  perform. 

Mad  for  magic  as  Miller  is,  he  de- 
votes spare  time  to  planting  shrubs 
and  trees  and  things  in  the  garden  of 
his  Evanston  home  on  Brown  Avenue. 
During  his  three  year  absence  friends 
have  been  inhabiting  the  house,  and 
now,  Evanston  being  a  great 
case  of  no  housing,  have  no- 
where else  to  go.  The  presence 
of  Mr.  Miller  and  friends  in 
the  same  house  necessitate  the 
absence  of  his  legendary 
named  Butler,  strangely 
enough.  Until  he  can  assume  his 
former  position,  Butler  is  busying  him- 
self around  the  University.  Joe  Mil- 
ler's pre-war  convertible  is  also  gone, 
and  he  is  waiting  for  the  advent  of  a 
post-war  Oldsmobile.  He  is  thirtieth 
on  the  list  of  automobile  aspirants,  he 
admits  a  trifle  sadly. 

Until  the  thirtieth  Oldsmobile  rolls 
off  the  assembly  line,  Joe  Miller  will 
continue  to  rise  in  the  morn,  eat  a 
never  varying  breakfast  and  board  the 
bus  for  his  Scott  Hall  office.  Once 
there  he  proceeds  to  work  on  a  sched- 
ule hectic  enough  to  crush  a  less  hardy 
individual  and  emerges  from  it  at  the 
end  of  the  day  smiling  graciously  with 
tweeds  unruffled. 

However.  Joe  Miller  is  not  only  the 
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Is  Busy  Right  Now 


super-busy  Director  of  Student  Affairs 
but  also  the  original  WAA-MU  Mil- 
ler, having  been  in  on  the  amalgama- 
tion of  WAA  and  MU  in  1929.  Before 
that  famous  date  the  fabulous  pro- 
duction consisted  of  rivalry  between 
men's  legs  in  skirts  and  women's  legs 
in  pants— in  separate  shows.  Miller, 
then  a  senior  in  J  School,  and  room- 
mate Barrel  Ware,  who  later  became 
a  successful  cinema  scenarist,  thought 
it  would  be  fine  to  unite  the  rival 
shows  and  put  the  legs  back  in  their 
proper  relationships.  Ware  wrote  the 
book,  Miller  the  music,  and  both  did 
much  persuading  among  the  faculty 
and  students  alike.  This  happy  merg- 
ing of  musical  efforts  by  both  the 
Women's  Athletic  Association  and  the 
Men's  Union  (now  extinct)  brought 
about  the  far-famed  production. 

Joe  Miller's  previous 
experience  in  musical 
comedy  followed  a  de- 
vious roiue.  As  editor 
of  his  high  school  an- 
nual back  in  Ottumwa, 
Iowa,  he  found  the  year- 
book's finances  nearing 
■  the  rocks.  To  prevent 
the  possibility  of  no  an- 
nual, the  staff  got  busy 
and  dreamed  up  a  vari- 
ety show,  which  under 
Miller's  direction  pro- 
ceeded to  a  nice  profit. 
So  nice,  in  fact,  that  the 
local  Kiwanis  Club 
pleaded  with  him  to  do 
it  again  for  the  benefit 
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of  the  Kiwanis  Milk  Fund.  He  obliged 
them  the  following  year,  just  before 
he  departed  for  college,  but  he  was 
not  to  be  left  a  pcacefid  J  School  stu- 
dent. Each  simimer  upon  his  return 
to  Ottumwa,  the  Kiwani  Club  pleaded 
for  the  benefit  of  the  milk  fund  and 
each  year  Joe  Miller  did  a  show  for 
them. 

Then  came  the  first  WAA-MU,  Mil- 
ler's graduation  and  subsequent  job 
as  Placement  Director.  The  following 
year  a  bevy  of  students  appeared  at 
his  door,  pleading  for  aid  on  WAA- 
MU  number  two.  "It  was  the  old  milk 
gag  all  over  again,"  says  Joe  Miller. 
And  he's  been  at  it  ever  since,  picking 
up  experience  along  the  way  through 
contacts  on  Broadway  and  in  Holly- 
wood. 


"Sold,  American!" 


More  than  any  single  element 
WA.\-MU  calls  for  genius  in  organ- 
ization since  it  is  a  musical  review 
given  continuity  by  a  mechanical 
/^heme.  The  last  vehicle.  Wish  You 
Were  Here,  produced  in  1942,  co- 
ordinated its  acts  with  a  huge  postcard 
serving  as  a  curtain  and  stylized  post- 
marks on  the  proscenium  which 
changed  the  name  of  their  localities  as 
scenes  shifted  all  over  the  continent. 
After  three  years  of  intermission 
WAA-MU  is  ready  to  go  again  and 
this  production  Joe  Miller  intends 
ivill  not  only  be  on  a  par  with  former 
shows  but  will  set  the  tone  and  pace 
for  those  to  come.  To  do  so  it  will  util- 
ize the  best  from  past  WA.\-MU 
productions  and  the  best  of  the  pres- 
ent campus  talent. 

In  Joe  Miller's  office 
behind  tne  door  which 
always  stands  open  is 
fitted  a  huge  poster  em- 
blazoned "WAA-MU 
presents  Here  We  Go 
Again.  May  9th,  10th 
and  11th."  When  the 
time  arrixes  for  it  to 
come  out  of  hiding,  not 
only  the  University  but 
the  show's  great  off- 
campus  public  will  be- 
gin the  mad  dash  for 
tickets.  And  Joe  Mil- 
ler will  be  a  very  busy 
man. 
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Below  him  wet  pavement 
held  lights  like  a  thousand 
cold  orange  flames,  no 
warmth  ...  no  hrightness. 


E 


.E      WALKED      INTO      THE 

night  as  alertly  as  it  he  had  never 
walked  it  before,  making  a  sharp  noise 
with  his  heels,  perceiving  with  his  eyes 
the  damp  and  sordid  loneliness  of  the 
night.  His  eyes .  .  .  hopelessly  his  mind 
sang  its  dull  and  blatant  chant,  lite 
tears  on  his  face  ...  it  was  all  so  un 
real,  as  if  what  had  been  ^vasn'i.  as  it 
what  might  be  could  not  ...  He 
stopped  and  turned.  The  hospital, 
swathed  in  acrid  fumes  .  .  .  monument 
to  life  ...  to  life  .  .  .  and  the  in  be- 
tween when  death  comes  dancing.  The 
chant  blared  forth  in  a  relentless  fury. 

"No,"  he  screamed.  The  noise  star- 
tled him. 

"What's  the  matter.  Mister?"  A 
small  boy  peered  up  at  him. 

"Nothing,"  he  said. 

"But  I  heard  you.  Walking  along 
you  all  of  a  sudden  yelled  No." 

"It  was  nothing,"  he  said  and  hur- 
ried on. 

(I  must  walk  faster,  faster  .  .  .  no, 
slower,  slower  .  .  .  takes  longer  when 
you  walk  slower  .  .  .  longer  to  get 
home  .  .  .  no,  not  home  .  .  .  mustn't 
go  home  .  .  .  mustn't  go  home  .  .  .) 

He  turned  into  an  elevated  ticket 
office,  paid  his  fare  and  walked  tip  on- 
to the  platform. 

(Like  something  out  of  a  tragedy 
.  .  .  deserted  platform  .  .  .  lonely  and 
deserted  like  me  .  .  .  Study  in  melan- 
choly .  .  .  tragedy  in  rhymed  couplets.) 

He  laughed. 

(Why  not  a  Russian  tragedy  .  .  . 
Chekov  could  make  it  fimny  .  .  . 
That's  it,  a  Russian  comedy  .  .  .  not  a 
tragedy,  but  a  comedy  ...  a  himian 
comedy.  Comedy  with  a  happy  end- 
ing ...  no  happy  ending?  .  .  .  ending 
.  .  .  ending  .  .  .  AVhat  is  the  end- 
ing? .  .  .) 


The  chant  continued  up  and  back. 

BeloAv  him  wet  pavement  held 
lights  like  a  thousand  cold  orange 
flames,  no  warmth  ...  no  brightness. 
Footsteps  .  .  .  ominous  footsteps,  and 
in  the  tjuiet  made  more  ominous  .  .  . 
He  nodded  to  a  colored  sailor  wait- 
ing near  him,  wondering  if  he  resented 
being  colored  .  .  . 

(^\'hat's  it  like  to  be  black?  ^\'ould 
I  mind  being  colored?  .  .  .  would  I 
mind?  .  .  .  Will  I  mind?  .  .  .) 

He  did  not  finish.  The  chant  cres- 
cendo ...  he  could  not  finish. 

He  was  hurried  through  the  night 
past  hundreds  of  flats,  tiny,  arid  cubi- 
cles of  life.  Layer  upon  layer  .  .  .  In- 
stant glimpses  as  quickly  forgotten.  A 
pattern  .  .  .  layer  upon  layer,  and 
everywhere  it  was  the  same.  Who  were 
they?  .  .  .  were  they  happy?  '\A''ere  the)' 
content  to  live  like  that .  .  .  not  as  they 
\\'oidd  like  to,  but  as  they  can  .  .  . 
The  lights  on  the  elevated  flecked  off 
and  for  a  moment  the  man  was  in 
darkness  ...  a  whisper  from  the  al- 
most unseen  .  .  .  more  glimpses  of 
more  lives,  only  this  time  clearer,  more 
^'ivid,  but  still  they  were  the  same. 

He  left  the  elevated  in  the  middle  of 
the  city  and  went  down  into  the 
streets.  The  buildings  like  tall  win- 
dowed fingers  stretching  towards  a 
moon  that  shuttled  past  them  and  into 
oblivion. 

A  peddler  lurched  towards  him  pro- 
offering  hands  of  bright  yellow  pen- 
cils in  lieu  of  fingers.  He  did  not  stop, 
and  the  peddler  moved  back  into  his 
guiless  shadow. 

He  passed  shops  with  a  quickened 
interest.  The  flower  shop  .  .  .  pale 
\vhite  flowers  breathing  their  poignant 
language  .  .  .  voice  of  the  flowers  .  .  . 
beautifully  imheard. 


A  book  store,  another  world  for 
time  and  pennies.  Got  any  pennies? 
Bright  copper  pennies  .  .  .  new  world 
.  .  .  new  world.  Huxley  and  bitter 
humor,  the  bellows  of  Steinbeck. 
Dreams  of  Spinoza  .  .  .  there  is  noth- 
ing good  nor  bad  save  insofar  as  the 
mind  is  affected  by  it  .  .  .  the  child- 
like wistfulness  of  Stevenson  .  .  . 

"I  should  like  to  rise  and  go 

Where  the  golden  apples  grow  .  .  ." 

I  should  like  to  rise  and  go  .  .  .  what 
was  the  rest  of  it?  A  little  boy's  dream 
of  escape  into  a  world  of  knotty  croco- 
diles, forests  of  apes  and  coconuts. 

He  passed  countless  more  stores.  A 
dress  shop  and  the  sea  of  wooden  man- 
ikins. Were  they  reality  in  another 
world? 

(Ha\e  I  ventured  on  the  wrong 
world  by  mistake?  .  .  .  Where  do  I  be- 
long? .  .  .  another  age?  .  .  .  another 
universe?  Why  don't  they  put  me 
out?) 

A  blind  man  tapped  past  him  and 
as  he  tapped  the  chant  returned  and 
the  tap,  tap,  tap,  tap  .  .  .  now  loud 
.  .  .  now  soft,  became  its  meter. 

"I  can't  go  on  like  this,"  he  said,  and 
ivith  an  effort  made  himself  erect  and 
solid.  He  lit  a  cigarette,  and  as  he  held 
the  flame  to  his  face,  his  gaze  went 
through  it  and  into  an  opaqueness 
lined  with  faces.  They  were  the  past, 
his  past  .  .  .  from  evolution  till  now. 
Faces  yellow,  brown,  furrowed,  and 
smooth.  Life  is  so  fine  and  death  is  so 
final  ...  a  reincarnation  to  this  .  .  . 
and  with  death  he  would  take  his 
place  at  the  head  of  the  line  .  .  .  Avatch- 
ing  the  he  that  will  be  conceived 
from  the  past. 

(We  will  watch  .  .  .  the  one  whoj 
comes  after,  and  the  next  and  the  nexlj 
(Conlinued  on  page  30) 
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Fritz,  the  famous  headwaiter  at  the  Empire  Room,  shows  Bobbie 
and  "Hap"  to  their  table. 


n  Ercoupe  on  display  at 


m\\\ 


Opening  night  with  Mina  Pendo  and  Shelley 
Dobbins  making  up  as  intellectual  revolutionary  and 
district  organizer  respectively. 


Scenerynian  Joe  Zimmermann  forces  defenseless  crew 
workers  into  positions  like  this.  They  saw  and  paint 
until  odd  hours  of  the  night. 


aiY  THEATRE 


iciding  that  four  days  of  exhilarating  bedlam 
ren't  enough,  the  U   Theatre  staff  has  scheduled 

shows  to  run  from  Tuesday  to  Saturday,  with  an 
:asional  matinee  thrown  in.  With  six  plays  on  this 
ir's  list,  ranging  from  the  Russian  farce  Squaring 
;  Circle  to  the  experimental  Noah,  students  acting 
d  doing  technical  work  should  go  merrily  mad  in 

time. 

The   directors,    however,    have    calmed    down.     Now 

that  men  have  returned  to  campus,  the  threat  of  a 

Ik'  •  season  of  alternate  showings  of  Girls  in  Uniform  and 

B  Letters  to  Lucerne  has  been  postponed  indefinitely. 


Here  we  have  a  rough  idea  of  how  Squaring  the 
Circle  grew  from  a  gleam  in  the  eyes  of  the  theatre 
staff  into  a  hilarious  portrayal  of  love  among  the 
Marxists. 


This  is  just  before  curtain  time.  Everyone  is  attending  to  little- 
things  he  almost  forgot.  Dorothy  Myrick  remembered  the 
picture  of  Lenin  and  is  busy  nailing  him  ujj. 


y  Weill,  Alice  Rogers,  and  Harry  Bidlake  check  dimmers 
spotlights  to  make  sure  the  "late  afterrnoon"  called  for 
't  look  like  the  end  of  the  world. 


Meanwhile,  the  cast  is  rehearsing  on  a  bare  stage.  Jean  Erdoss 
gets  kissed  on  her  "teeny  weeny  nose"  by  Wes  Jones.  Steve 
Meyer  seems  to  be  afraid  the  table  won't  hold. 
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BY  BILL  BROWN 


MOOM  PITCHERS — If  you  re  a 

Gershwin  lover— and  who  isn't?— then 
you'll  probably  be  slightly  mad  for  the 
music  in  that  long-awaited,  much- 
publicized  epic,  Rhapsody  in  Blue. 
In  fact,  you'll  even  love  the  tunes  so 
much  you'll  undoubtedly  overlook  the 
story. 

Which  is  just  as  well,  for  the  plot  is 
a  little  weak.  The  Brothers  Warner 
went  to  a  lot  of  expense  and  trouble 
in  turning  out  this  supposedly- 
authentic  life  story  of  the  late  Mr.  G. 
They  did  everything  but  dig  up 
George  himself.  Perhaps  it  would  have 
been  better  if  they  had.  For  somehow 
you  just  can't  be  convinced,  if  you 
have  been  boning  up  on  the  great 
composer  lately,  that  George  led  the 
kind  of  Hollywood-like  life  portrayed 
by  his  live  substitute,  Robert  Alda. 

As  usual,  Hollywood  writers  had  to 
drag  in  a  love  situation,  which  Gersh- 
win's close  friends  declare  never  ex- 
isted. Then  there  is  a  lot  of  other 
stuff  which  has  rather  crudded  up  the 
whole  thing. 

However,  if  you  keep  always  in 
mind  that  its  chief  value  is  as  a 
musical,  you  will  be  anything  but  dis- 
appointed. 

Practically  all  of  Gershwin's  best 
music  is  there,  and  it's  played  kind  of 
wonderfully.  Much  of  the  piano  work 
—and  it's  nice  work— is  performed  by 
Oscar  Levant.  Then  there's  Paul 
Whiteman— who  supposedly  discov- 
ered Gershwin,  but  it  may  have  been 
the  other  way  around— and  some  other 
satellites  of  the  composer  who  play 
themselves  in  the  drama,  thereby  con- 
fusing things  considerably. 


A  picture  to  avoid— or  forget,  if  you 
find  yourself  trapped  in  the  same 
theatre  with  it— is  another  one  of  those 
B  war  films,  which  the  producers  are 
trying  to  foist  upon  the  public  as  A 
stuff,  called  First  Yank  in  Tokyo.  It 
shows  the  Jap  as  the  little  beast  he  ap- 
parently is,  but  in  the  process  shows 
what  a  beast  Hollywood  can  be.  In 
the  starring  (?)  roles  are  Tom  Neal 
and  Barbara  Hale,  of  whom  you  may 
or  may  not  have  heard.  Perhaps  it 
would  be  better  to  ship  the  whole 
thing  to  Japan  just  to  punish  our 
enemy  movie-goers. 

LOOPING  THE  LOOP — Louis 
Prima  is  still  blowino-  loud,  hot,  lonar 


and  sometimes  a  little  corny  on  his 
trumpet  at  the  College  Inn— or  was 
when  this  was  written.  If  you  miss  him 
this  engagement  you  can  catch  him 
again  later  in  the  school  year,  for  he's 
worth  the  time,  el  fare  and  Sherman 
minimum. 

One  of  the  best  places  to  hear  jazz 
in  the  Loop  is  Elmer's  place  .  .  .  speak- 
ing of  jazz,  we  are  hoping  that  two 
concerts  recently  presented  by  Mr.  Art 
Tatum  and  Miss  Hazel  Scott  will 
usher  in  a  series  of  such  jazz  antics  in 
the  Windy— and  once  Jazzy— City. 

STRICTLY  LEGITIMATE — Anna 
Lucasia,  the  story  of  a  colored  pros- 


titute, may  well  be  the  best  thing  that 
will  rear  its  tousled  head  in  Chicago 
this  season  or  any  other  season.  The 
writing  and  acting  make  a  few  of  the 
other  plays  in  the  Loop  look  pretty 
disorganized  and  hurriedly-done. 

The  new  Ice  Follies  got  off  to  a  bad 
start  this  year  when  the  scenery  and 
gliding  piano  didn't  behave  very  well 
on  opening  night,  causing  much  guf- 
fawing among  the  spectators.  But 
things  are  going  smoothly  now,  and 
it's. a  dandy  spectacle  if  you  go  in  for 
things  like  Ice^  Follies.  Critics  are  hail- 
ing this  year's  edition  as  the  most  de- 
lightful yet. 

OUT  WEST — The  El  Gaucho  is 
one  of  those  big,  barny,  bohemian 
]jlaces  where  everybody  sings  college 
and  popular  songs  to  the  music  of  an 
electric  organ.  The  biggest  attraction 
is  a  funny  caricaturist  named  Ward 
who  sketches  you  and  puts  the  carica- 
tta-e  in  a  folder  for  one  buck.  As  he 
draws,  the  sketch  is  reflected  on  a  big 
screen,  just  like  a  cartoon  movie.  He 
catches  your  personality  so  well  it  is 
painful.  Between  songs  and  sketches 
you  can  quaff  beer  or  warm  your  shins 
near  the  large  fireplace. 

The  Clover  Club  is  one  of  those 
small,  quiet,  restful  places  where  you 
can  sip  and  talk  in  comfort  as  you  re- 
cline in  Roman-like  luxury  on  couches 
before  the  fire. 
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ANNIVERSARY 

(CoTitinued  from  page  13) 
ihc    spoonful    of    soup    he    had    just 
scooped  up.   A  little  of  the  soup  drib- 
bled down  the  side  of  his  nioiuh,  and 
he  mopped  it  up  with  his  napkin. 

"Did  Tootsie  get  roses  for  that  for- 
mal?" John's  wife  asked,  and  Ethel,  in 
the  kitchen,  heard  the  patronizing 
lone.  "Margaret  got  a  piu-ple  orchid 
from  that  nice  Pringle  boy.  Don't  wor- 
ry, though.  In  another  year,  Tootsie 
will  be  getting  orchids,  too.  Where  is 
she  (liis  afternoon?" 

"Oh,  she  has  a  date,"  Alice  said 
nonchalantly.  "She's  really  quite  pop- 
ular, you  know." 

The  old  people  were  listening  with 
relish.  The  soup  no  longer  interested 
them.  Their  grandchildren  were  be- 
ing discussed. 

"Oh,  yes,  she's  so  pretty  and  sweet. 
So  is  Margaret,  too,"  Mrs.  Fugler 
added  hastily  as  John  looked  up.  "Too 
bad  they  couldn't  be  here  this  after- 
noon." 

Ethel  came  in  from  the  kitchen  with 
the  platter  of  duck,  the  brown,  crack- 
ling skin  glistening  in  the  candlelight. 
"There  would  be  enough  for  them  to 
eat  and  for  six  more.  Momma  always 
cooks  for  an  army." 

"1  feel  as  if  I  could  eat  enough  for 
an  army,"  Andy  said,  saluting.  Only 
Alice  laughed.  Then  she  said,  "Let 
nic  help  clear  the  soup  plates." 

"This  is  my  job,"  Momma  insisted. 
She  got  up  and  stacked  the  plates  on 


her  side  of  the  table,  then  reached 
across  to  Alice  and  Andy,  because  Mr. 
Fugler  made  going  around  the  table 
impossible. 

"Don't  get  lost  in  that  kitchen,"  Mr. 
Fugler  said.  "The  girls  will  help  you 
with  the  dishes  later." 

When  Mrs.  Fugler  returned  with  a 
heaped  dish  of  potatoes,  John  rose, 
and  said,  "I  propose  a  toast."  His  face 
was  red  with  the  exertion  of  eating, 
and  his  bald  head  shone.  "To  Momma 
and  Poppa,  to  whom  I  owe  everything. 
May  they  have  many  more  anniver- 
saries." "To  Momma  and  Poppa." 
everyone  repeated.  Then  they  began 
on  the  duck. 

"Momma,  1  always  did  say  you 
could  cook  like  no  one  on  earth." 
Alice  insisted.  "This  is  delicious." 

"Yes.  it  is,"  said  John's  wife.  "I  must 
get  the  recipe  from  you  some  time." 

"Too  bad  Margaret  isn't  here," 
John  said,  pidling  a  duck  bone  out  of 
his  mouth.  "She  loves  duck." 

"Hasn't  he  learned  to  eat,  yet," 
Ethel  thought,  carefully  picking  at 
her  food.  "He  gets  enough  dough  to 
hire  someone  to  read  Emily  Post  to 
him,  and  he  goes  merrily  along  slob- 
bering over  bones.  I  wonder  what  hap- 
pens at  those  testimonial  dinners 
they're  giving  him  all  the  time?  Bet 
he  says  something  brilliant  like  fingers 
were  invented  before  forks,  as  he 
makes  like  Henry  the  Eighth." 

"What's  for  dessert.  Momma?"  John 
said,  pushing  his  plate  away  from  him. 


Hondbog,  Madame 

Our  regular  stock  offers  you  a  wide 
and  varied  selection  of  the  newest 
and  finest  luggage,  handbags,  belts, 
accessories  and  costume  jewelry. 


The  Ultimate  in  individ- 
ualized accessories   is  a 

"Bag  and  Baggage"  hand- 
bag designed,  styled  and 

custom-made  to  express 
your  taste  and  personal- 
ity, to  complement  your 
ensemble  with  tiawless  perfection. 
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"That's  a  surprise,"  Momma  said. 

"Momma,  you  and  Poppa  ha\e 
hardly  eaten  anything,"  Alice  insisted. 

"I  kept  nibbling  while  I  was  cook- 
ing. It  always  spoils  my  appetite." 
Momma  said.  "Well,  everyone  seems 
to  be  finished,  Ethel,  do  you  want  to 
help  me  clear?" 

"Momma,  why  don't  you  stay  at  the 
table,  and  let  Ethel  take  the  stuff  into 
the  kitchen.  Then  you  can  open  the 
presents  before  dessert,"  Alice  sug- 
gested. 

"That's  a  fine  idea,  Momma,"  Mr. 
Fugler  said.  He  was  breathing  heavily, 
leaning  back  in  his  chair. 

"Sure  Momma,"  John  said,  and  thai 
settled  it.  Ethel  gathered  the  dishes 
into  a  pile  and  carried  them  to  a 
kitchen  while  Alice  and  John's  wife 
got  the  presents  from  the  bedroom 
where  they  had  been  hidden  under 
the  coats  on  the  bed. 

"Momma,"  Alice  said,  "Why  don't 
you  come  here  to  the  head  of  the  table 
with  Poppa  and  open  them." 

Mrs.  Fugler  held  tightly  to  the  arms 
of  her  chair  until  the  muscles  in  her 
hands  ached,  and  then  she  lifted  her- 
self to  her  feet. 

"My,"  she  said.  "So  many  presents. 
Ethel,  come  in  here  and  watch." 

When  Ethel  was  seated,  Mrs.  Fugler 
pulled  the  tissue  paper  from  a  large, 
rectangular  box.  "Look,  Poppa,"  she 
said.  "From  John  and  Mary."  She 
opened  the  box  and  gasped.  "Oh, 
John,  you  shouldn't  have  done  it."  It 
was  a  large,  gold  plated  platter. 

"Bet  he  left  the  price  tag  on  it," 
Ethel  thought. 

"Thank  you,  John,"  Mr.  Fugler 
said.  The  rims  of  his  eyes  were  begin- 
ning to  get  red. 

"Open  the  next  one.  Momma,  go 
ahead,"   they  all  urged. 

"This  one,"  she  said,  smiling,  "is 
from  Ethel."  The  tissue  paper  fell  to 
the  floor,  she  pried  the  top  loose,  and 
took  out  a  fluted  candy  dish.  "How 
did  you  guess,  Ethel?  It's  just  what 
we  need,  isn't  it  Poppa?" 

"It  certainly  is,"  he  said,  his  eyes 
getting  more  moist. 

"It  was  lovely  of  you  Ethel.  Thank 
you  dear." 

"Anyway,  it's  in  good  taste,"  Ethel 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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To  Make  Her  Christmas  Dreams 
Come  True! 


To  start  or  complete  her  set  of  Sterling  Flat- 
wear  is  the  nicest  way  of  saying  ''Merry  Christ- 
mas." Here  at  Tatman  you  may  choose  from  the 
loveliest  patterns  of  America's  leading  silver- 
smiths. Our  place  service  plan  is  designed  to 
help  you  acquire  your  Sterling  in  easy  steps,  'n 
addition  there's  our  beautiful  engrav- 
ing (without  charge)  and  our  distinctive 
gift  wrapping. 
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For  Good  Food  i 

and  Good  Fun  I 
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Louie  and  His  Gang  | 
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Randolph  just  ivest  of  State  h 


NO  ARCH 
XO  TRIUMPH 

(Continued  from  page  IS) 

.  .  .  wc  will  be  watching  .  .  .  watching 
.  .  .  When  I  (lie  I  will  be  blind.  How 
does  a  blind  man  watch?) 

He  latighcd. 

(When  I  die  I  will  be  ijlind.  \\'hen 
I  die  I  will  find  out.) 

He  laughed  again. 

.Suddenly  he  wa.s  outside  of  it  all. 
Ihe  cotu'se  of  his  life  in  retrospect 
.  .  .  moments  of  pain  ...  of  liappiness. 
healtliy  exuberance  abandon  world- 
liness,  a  pail  of  sand,  a  friend,  the  stni 
and  red-xeined  lea\es,  xermillion 
music,  candlelight,  a  kid  on  roller- 
skates,  striped  blankets  and  a  fireplace, 
wannth  and  the  long  road  back  .  .  . 
an  arch  a  triumph. 

Brief  moments  without  meaning, 
yet  today  seems  forever. 

He  started  to  cross  the  street  ...  a 
car  ...  a  scream  ...  a  grinding  of 
brakes  .  .  .  Flood  of  x'oices.  A  sharp 
searing  light  .  .  .  pain  .  .  .  btit  still  ire 
was,  outside  of  it  all  .  .  .  The  arch 
widened  and  before  him  streamed  the 
faces  ...  a  march  of  tritimph  .  .  .  the 
chant  was  done. 

Lights  careened  dizzily  and  clased 
oyer  him.  For  a  moment  of  infinity  he 
was  all  things;  the  eagle,  the  fish,  the 
friend,  the  betrayer.  Tire  brief  mo- 
ment was  o\er  .  .  .  that  which  had 
meaning  was  gone  to  be  recreated  in 
he  who  came  after  .  .  . 

He  took  his  place  at  the  head  of  the 
procession  .  .  .  brief  moment  was  gone 
.  .  .  but  he  would  see  that  which  came 
after  .  .  .  and  the  next  .  .  .  and  the 
next  .  .  . 


Ta    hell    -ivith    the    expense!     Gi\c 
the  canarx  another  seed. 


Listen  birds 

These   signs   cost   money— 
So  roost  a  while,  but 
Don't  get  funnx'. 

—Burma  Shave 
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R.  F.  Milne  &  Son 

"Printing 
As  You  Like  It" 


•  1640   Maple  Ave. 

•  University  0247 


Your  Official  Fraternity 
Jeweler 

L  G.  BALFOUR 
COMPANY 

55  E.  Washinglon  Street 

CHICAGO 


Badges,  Rings,  Favors, 

ISovelties,  Stationery, 

and  Programs 


C.  W.  "Pat"  Henri,  Mgr. 
State  4246-4247 
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Ever  since  the  SO's 


TheKAYWOODIEof  1945 

Nearly  a  century  of  analysis  and  work, 
and  experience  with  smokers'  needs,  is 
incorporated  in  Kaywoodie  Pipes 
Whatever  makes  pipe-smoking  more 
satisfying  will  always  be  found  in  Kay- 
woodie. Available  at  your  dealer's,  $3.50 
to  $2S. 

Kaywoodie  Company,  New  York  &  London— 
In  New  York.  630  Fijth  Ave.,  New  York  20. 

The  term  "Kaywoodie  Briar"  means  briar 
that  has  been  IMPORTED,  and  selected  to 
meet  our  exacting  re- 
quirements, and  sat- 
isfactorily seasoned 
exclusively  for  Kay- 
woodie Pipes. 


m  WILL  ALWAYS  FIND 
THE  NEWEST  AND  BEST 
IN  KAYWDODIE.  lODK  FDR  THE  CLOVER  LEAF 
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M*arrot0*vrs 


\Vc  managed  to  catch  BIIJ. 
BRO^VN  in  a  typical  pose— read- 
ing the  Parrot  Office  copy  of  the 
Daily  News.  He  can  usually  be 
found  in  the  office,  either  wait- 
ing for  the  paper  or  reading  it. 
Otherwise  lie  is  over  at  the  Daily 
Northweslern  being  an  Editorial 
Nighi  Editor. 

But  Bill  lays  both  the  Daily 
News  and  the  Daily  Northwest- 
ern aside  come  deadline  time  to 
contribute  his  column  of  reviews 
and  an  occasional  humorous  bit. 
In  any  event  he  will  be  wearing 
tweeds  and  being  very  British, 
two  things  he  enjoys  very  much. 

Brown  is  ?  J  School  sopho- 
more, an  Acacian,  is  from  Bm- 
lington,  Iowa,  and  wants  to  be 
a  political  reporter  some  day. 


"Dear  Mr.  Anthony:  What  shall  I 

do?    My  wife  has  run  away  with  my 
best  friend— and  I  miss  him." 


Judge:  "Who  was  driving  when 
you  collided  with  that  car?" 

Drunk  (triumphantly)  :  "None  of 
us.    We  \vere  all  in  the  back  seat." 


Central  Florist 

2116  Central  Uni.  8420 
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Delivery  and  Telegraph 
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Chandler's 

^Books 
'^Jeivelry 

'^Leather  Goods 
630  Davis  Gre.  7200 


Classic 

Earber    Shop 

Opposite    Varsity    Theatre 
Evanston's  Finest  Shop 


C^O 

Dr.  H. 

R.  Halskr^er 

81.5  Davis 

Gre.  3.321 

OPTOMETRIST  OPTICIAN 

Formerly   with   Aimer   Coe   &   Co. 

Vision   Training 
Zenith  Hearing  Aid 
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Mane   Bjorkman   Chi  Omega 

^n  aiuldu  a  tii  tic 
I    notourapni 

1606  Chicago  Ave. 
Uni.  2238 


Support  Christmas  Charities 


New  Central  Food  Market  | 

A.  Del  Dotto,  Prop. 
2006  Central      Uni.  5808 


BAR  GUIDE 

(Continued  from  page  N) 

just  love  Chiisimas,  don't  you?  llieie 
is  something  so  exhilarating  about 
drinking  scotch  on  top  of  a  Christinas 
tree  that  can  never  be  recaptured,  even 
on  Mother's  Day.  But  now  we  leave 
you  with  this  happier  thought  con- 
tributed by  our  favorite  bartender.  In- 
to our  little  bar  walked  a  pink  ele- 
phant, a  green  snake,  and  a  henna 
hyena.  "You're  a  little  early,  boys," 
said  the  barkeep,  "the  members  of  the 
drinking  society  haven't  come  in  yet." 
Merry  Christmas,  children. 


Three  slightly  deaf  old  maids  ■\\;ere 
motoring  to  London  in  an  old  noisy 
car,  and  hearing  was  difficult.  As 
they  neared  the  city  one  asked,  "Is 
this  Wembly?" 

"No,"  replied  the  second,  "this  is 
Thursday." 

"So  am  I,"  put  in  a  third.  "Let's 
stop  and  ha\e  one." 


"May  I  kiss  your  hand?" 
"What's   the  matter,   is  my   motith 
stitkv?" 


Kap's    Print    Shop 

Commercial 
And   Personal   Printing 


I     Rear   1620  Sherman 


Uni.  0733 


A  drunk  came  into  the  bar,  sat 
down,  ordered  a  beer,  and  was  drink- 
ing it  uhcn  ill  ihiough  the  door  came 
a  horse. 

The  horse  sat  down  and  ordered  a 
Martini.  The  ijartcnder  mixed  it  lor 
him  and  set  it  down  in  front  of  him. 

"You  forgot  the  olive,"  said  the 
horse. 

"Sorry,"  said  the  bartender,  and  he 
dropped  an  olive  into  the  drink. 

The  horse  then  drank  the  Martini 
and  walked  out. 

Calling  the  bartender  over  the 
drunk  said,  "That's  strange." 

"Oh,  no,"  replied  the  barkeep,  "I 
often  forget  the  olive." 


Policeman  (to  pedestrian  just 
struck  by  hit-and-run  driver)  :  Did 
you  get  his  number? 

Victim:  No,  but  I'd  recognize  his 
laugh  anywhere. 


"Sir,"  said  the  maid  quite  haught- 
ily, "either  take  your  arm  from  around 
my  waist  or  keep  it  still.  I'm  no 
ukclele." 
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Shoe  Repair  While-U-Wait 

at  the 

Campus  Shoe  Repair 

A  Complete  Shoe  Repair  Service 

Come  in  and  get  your  Free  -  Shoe  -  Shine  Book 

10  — FREE    SHINES  — 10 

1721  Sherman  Ave. 
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ANNIVERSARY 

(Continued  from  page  29) 

thought.  "Wonder  what  Alice  and 
Andy  cooked  up.  The  kids  must  have 
sent  something,  too,  there  are  two 
packages  left.  This  should  be  interest- 
ing." 

"Momma  and  Poppa  know  about 
our  present  already,"  Andy  said.  "We 
had  their  picture  taken,  but  they 
haven't  seen  it  yet.  Go  ahead  and  open 
it,    Momma." 

"Go  ahead.  Momma,  it's  the  next 
one,"  Alice  said.  "We  thought  it  would 
be  nice  to  have  a  picture  taken  so 
when—"  she  caught  herself.  "We 
thought  it  would  be  nice,"  she  said 
lamely. 

"Here  Poppa,  you  open  this  one." 
Mr.  Fugler  fussed  with  the  ribbon,  and 
finally  added  it  to  the  pile  on  the  floor. 
Then  he  looked  at  the  picture  and  his 
eyes  overflowed,  the  tears  catching  in 
his  white  moustache. 

"I'm  so  glad  he  likes  it,"  Alice  whis- 
pered to  her  husband. 

"Here,  Momma,"  Mr.  Fugler  said. 

She  looked  at  the  picture,  said  a 
quavering,  "Thank  you,"  and  put  the 
tissue  paper  around  it  again. 

"Why  don't  you  put  it  on  the  side- 
board?" Andy  asked,  "next  to  the 
bowl  of  fruit." 

"What's  the  matter,  Momma,  don't 
you  like  it?"  Alice  said. 

"It's  a  nice,  expensive  picture,  and 
it  was  sweet  of  you,"  Mrs.  Fugler  said, 
wiping  her  eyes  with  the  edge  of  her 
apron.  "But,"  she  gulped,  "it  shows  we 
are  old."  Her  vein-knotted  hands 
trembling,  she  turned  the  photograph 
face  down,  and  began  unwrapping  the 
last  package. 

"Oh  my  God,"  thought  Ethel, 
"Momma's  going  to  blubber." 

I 

Use  Lumpo  Soap!    Doesn't  lather. 

Doesn't  bubble.  Doesn't  clean.  It's 
just  company  in  the  tub. 


A.  D>  Cunningham  &  Son, 

Inc^ 

Manufacturers  of 

FINE 

ICE     CREAM 

%  ^                  W       2156  Green  E 

University  3320 

5ay  Road 

They  laughed  when  I  stood  up  to 
sing— how  did  I  know  I  was  under  the 
table? 


Ma 


[illie  Knight  AOPi, 
and  George  Oberheide, 
Sigma  I\u,  find  Hill 
Drug  Store  the  ideal 
spot  for  afternoon 
cokes.  Make  it  your 
headquarters  for  cos- 
metics and  all  pharma- 
ceutical supplies. 


Hill  Drugs 


601  Davis  St. 


Cre.  0405 


LONCTIN  S  SPOUT  SHOP 

"Visit  the  ]Vorthshore''s  Most  Complete  Sporting  Goods  Store" 
"EVERYTHING  FOR  SPORT" 
n    N.  U.  Sweat  &  T  Shirts  □    Girls  and  Boys  Gym  Clothes 

n    Wool  Plaid  Shirts  D    Gym  Shoes 

n    Tennis  and  Golf  D    Sports  Apparel 

n    Hunting  and  Fishing  □    Bowling  Shirts  and  Shoes 

D    Basehall  and  Softball  D    Football  and  Basketball 

1731  Sherman  Ave.  Evanston,  III. 

Telephone  Greenleaf  4604 


i^nicuao  J     Smartest 


Medi 


aufani 


Famous  for  Southern  Fried  Chicken, 
Roast  Prime  Ribs  of  Beef,  and  Charcoal 
Broiled  Steaks 


693.5  Sheridan  Road 


Five  Minutes  from   Evanston 


Chicago,  III, 
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Ju  CoiJ! 

Warm  up  ivith  some 

Hot  Chocolate 

and  a 

Hot  Dog 

THE  BIG  DIPPER 

Across  from  Willard 

1850  Sherman     Gre.  3511 


The 

"present" 

possibilities — 

(we  mean 

Christmas 

present) 

are  very  good, 

for  our  gift 

collection  is 

versatile 

and 

distinguished! 


The  Bine   I ^rrot 

1551    Sherman   Avenue 
Evanston 


The  Army  psychiatrist  at  the  in- 
tkiction  center  eyed  the  prospective 
ne'iv  soldier  suspiciously. 

"What  do  you  do  lor  )Our  social 
life?"  he  asked  the  GI  prospect. 

"Oh."  the  man  blushed,  "I  just  sit 
around." 

"Hmmmmm,  don't  you  ever  go  out 
^vith  girls?" 

"Nope." 

"Don't  you  have  any  desiic  to  go 
with  girls?" 

"Well— sort  o£— " 

"Then  why  don't  you?"  asked  the 
doctor  pointedly. 

"Aw,  gee.  Doc,  my  wife  won't  let 
me." 


"Eavesdropping  again,"  said  Adam 
as  his  wife  fell  out  of  the  tree. 


At  a  bond  rally,  Monty  Woolley 
sat  toying  with  his  famous  beard  while 
sitting  next  to  a  prominent  lady  wait- 
ing for  her  turn  to  address  the  crowd. 
Suddenly  Woolley  belched.  The  lady 
gave  him  a  horrified  look. 

"And  what  did  you  expect,  my  good 
woman?"  he  inquired.    "Chimes?" 


Her  (at  the  dance)  ;  "Wait  right 
here  for  me.  Bill,  while  I  go  powder 
my  nose." 

Her  (three  dances  later)  :  "Been 
ivaiting  long?" 

Him:  "No.  but  I've  been  looking 
all  over  for  you  to  give  you  yoiu' 
compact.' 


Math  Prot  explaining  the  use  of  the 
slide  ride:  "Now,  gentlemen,  this  lit- 
tle instrument  you  will  find  very  tise- 
ful  to  an  engineer.  Take  the  square 
root  of  49,  for  example.  A  simple  use 
of  the  rule  shows  that  it  is  six  and 
eioht-tenths  or  thereabotits." 
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Soon  it  Avill  be  Christmas,  with  Bells 
and  things.  Here  are  a  few  belles  and 
things.  Mostly  things.  Things  you  can 
hang  on  your  tree  .  .  .  things  he  hung 
on  her  sweater  .  .  .  things  like  Theta 
Carol  Smith's  Tint-Lox  .  .  .  and  the 
SDT's  black  cat  mascot!  Thing  a  song 
of  Christmas  .  .  .  here  we  go  again: 

Phi  Delt  beau  brummel  Craig  Brit- 
ton  made  the  holiday  season  happier 
for  his  home  town  girl  friend  by  re- 
linquishing his  sword  and  shield, 
while  many  coeds  rolled  over  and  died 
from  the  catastrophe. 

We  hojse  Perry  Wilson,  Sigma  Chi, 
doesn't  ruin  Christmas  for  us  by  pin- 
ning someone  else  just  by  the  time  we 
tell  everyone  he  is  no  longer  pinned  to 
Daisy  "Ga-ivdaivmit"  Hodgkins,  Delta 
Gamma. 

"Lots  of  pins  for  Peggy,"  said  the 
Thetas,  clapping  their  hands  and  wav- 
ing their  hockey  sticks.  They're  speak- 
ing of  Peg  Zeder,  pledge,  who  will  add 
more  tinsel  to  the  Christmas  tree  by 
standing  under  it  displaying  a  black 
and  gold  pledge  pin  and  Bob  Brock- 
ett's  diamond-studded  fraternity  pin.  I 
think  they  call  it  Phi  Delt. 

Al  Benson  came  out  of  the  library 
last  week.  He  thought  it  ^vas  Christ- 
mas. 

Fond  looks  for  Christmas,  suggests 
Don  O'Brien,  one  of  the  more  obscure 
DU's.  He  is  fond  of  looking  at  old 
flame  Barb  Park,  who  never  seems  to 
be  looking  the  right  way. 

And  have  you  heard  the  latest  about 


oiu-  erstwhile  Art  Editor  .  .  .  Tinker 
Helmers.  It's  come  to  a  show  down, 
this  dilly-dallying.  Tinker  wanted  to 
make  Christmas  merry.  She  couldn't 
make  tiffin  so  she  made  out  fine  with 
J.  Elliot  MacCauley.  The  pin-hanger 
in  this  tale,  entitled  Look  Out,  Phi 
Gams,  It's  My  Turn  Now,  may  be  re- 
membered as  Mark  Anthony  in  last 
year's  all-school  musical,  Roman  Holi- 
day. He  has  been  sojourning  on  the 
\\'est  coast  but  no^v  announces  his 
semi-permanent  residence  to  be  the 
Tri-Delt  house. 

Speaking  of  those  scintilating  Delta 
Delta  Tri's.  "ivho  try  just  about  every 
other  week  end,  we  have  a  sweet  lo\'e 
tale  aboiu  Bobbie  Pigott,  better 
known  as  WOY,  the  Parrot's  OWN 
W^oman  of  the  Year.  Miss  Pigott  is 
tjuite  entranced  with  Phi  Psi  Bob 
Dressier,  formerly  of  Nu  nf)w  of  the 
USN.  Quite  an  attractive  couple  .  . 
especially  with  the  newly-transferred 
badge  .  .  .  you  might  put  them  at  the 
top  of  your  tree. 

To  light  up  the  whole  living  room 
we  ha\e  a  bright  light  from  Sigma 
Chi.  Ever-popular,  even  from  Great 
Lakes,  is  Doug  Stewart.  Now  it  can  be 
told  that  Doug  has  in  his  possession  a 
diamond  engagement  ring  and  wed- 
ding band.  While  seeing  Laughing 
Room  Only,  Doug  -won  the  rings  by 
ivinning  a  race  up  the  aisle,  dressing 
up  in  a  corset,  girdle,  things,  and  a 
hat,  and  then  around  through  the 
aisles  again. 

He  also  won  perfume  and  candy. 


He  also  took  off  the  girdle,  etc.,  before 
he  went  back  to  Great  Lakes.  Rumor 
has  it  that  he  wanted  to  give  the  cos- 
tinne  to  girl  friend  Karen  Olsen,  Pi 
Phi  .  .  .  but  she  pefers  candy,  or  Tom. 
she  thinks.  But  she  isn't  sure.  Just  one 
of  those  things. 

Jane  Wilson,  Theta,  is  going  to  dec- 
orate her  Christmas  tree  with  battle- 
ships. She  is  not  the  warrior  type, 
luiderstand,  but  she  pounces  rapidly 
on  anyone  \vho  has  seen  California  in 
the  past  month  to  find  out  if  they 
knoiv  anything  of  the  Birmingham. 

All  of  which  reminds  us  of  Lane 
Fortinberry,  Phi  Psi,  now  rolling 
around  on  the  ocean  waves  probably 
thinking  of  all  the  NU  beauty  cjueens 
he  has  dated. 

Arline  Goodman,  SDT,  and  Ed 
Levit  will  ring  wedding  bells  soon. 
I'hat's  always  a  nice  thought.  Pi  Phis 
having  been  laying  bets  on  how  long  it 
will  take  Jean  McClennan  and  Jack 
Susmuth,  Sigma  Nu. 

So  you  can  drain  all  the  brandy  ofl: 
of  Mother's  plumb  pudding  with 
gusto  now.  You've  heard  all  the  belles 
and  things.  Christmas  is  such  an  ex- 
citing season.  Jack  "Apples"  Gallagher 
has  gone  berserk  about  it.  Saw  him 
hacking  down  cottionwood  trees  along 
the  lake.  (1)  He  thinks  they  are  ever- 
greens. (2)  He  Avants  to  decorate  the 
Little  Club. 

So  you  can  sing  Fa  la  la  la  la  la  la 
la  la  now.  Best  wishes  for  a  Tight 
Christmas.  Lou  Costello  Tornquist, 
Beta,  is  dreaming  of  it,  too. 


DECEMBER,    1945 


Pa: 


35 


THE    MUSIC    OF  ^\_ 

OEOROE  I 
OLSEN 


THE  THREE  SWIFTS 
ESTELLE  SLOAN 

BILL  BAIRD 
THE  ABBOTT  DANCERS 


EMPIRE 
ROOM 


K  \4  K  FltO.>l  CiiKltMAIW 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

on  Hamburg  during  the  first  week  of 
August,  1943,"  Spindler  says. 

He  also  came  into  contact  with 
many  foreign  laborers  in  German  cap- 
ti\ity  during  his  stays  in  the  larger 
cities  and  heard  many  of  their  pitilul 
stories  of  beatings  and  malnutrition. 
Ihese  captives  made  him  thankful  of 
his  decision  about  the  army,  for  their 
threats  of  everlasting  vengeance 
against  everything  German  were  "so 
terrifying  that  they  made  my  blood 
nm  cold." 

From  the  beginning  of  the  ^\■a^ 
Sjjindler  had  pleaded  to  get  out  of 
Germany,  since  the  whole  Nazi  regime 
along  with  most  hypocritical  "good" 
Germans  and  the  totalitarian  school 
system  disgusted  him.  But  the  Army 
Intelligence  was  afraid  that  he  knew 
too  much  of  the  set-up  there  to  be 
allowed  to  go.  Month  after  month  he 
pleaded  in  vain.  Finally  he  decided  to 
ask  the  Swiss  to  sneak  him  out.  The 
consul  was  sympathetic  and  decided 
at  the  risk  of  his  own  position  to  put 
Spindler's  name  on  the  long  list  of 
internees  and  foreigners  ivho  were  to 
be  let  out. 

"The  Nazis,  losing  their  customary 
efficiency  in  the  twilight  days  of  their 
power,  didn't  scan  the  paper  closely 
enough  to  detect  ray  name,  and  I  re- 
ceived the  necessary  departure 
papers,"  he  says  thankfully. 

Those  lea^•ing  in  the  group  to  which 
Spindler  was  assigned  were  put  on  a 
train  for  Marseilles  where  they 
lioarded  the  Gripsholm  for  New  York. 

Arriving  in  this  country,  he  first 
^vcnt  to  Miami  for  a  rest  with  family 
Iriends  and  then  came  on  to  Chicago 


where  his  brother  lives.  Once  here  he 
was  persuaded  to  enter  Northwestern 
and  is  now  studying  chemistry. 

Of  Northwestern  and  our  educa- 
tional system  in  general  Spindler  has 
only  the  highest  praise.  He  claims  that 
it  gives  the  students  an  informal  yet 
cffecti^■e  schooling  as  well  as  giving 
them  the  opportunity  to  enjoy  them- 
selves. "Quite  in  contrast,"  says  Spind- 
ler, "the  German  school  system  stresses 
discipline,  the  military  spirit,  and  a 
strict,  completely  rigid  program." 

It  ^vas  this  school  program,  among 
other  things,  that  was  so  instrumental 
in  the  phenomenal  conversion  of 
Nazi  youth  to  Hitlerism,  Spindler  be- 
lieves. They  had  been  completely  im- 
pressed with  the  idea  of  discipline  and 
the  eventual  promotion  to  the  upper 
classes  where  they  would  be  "big 
men"  and  rulers  of  the  lower  classes. 

"In  the  academy  Hitler's  program 
was  \ery  appealing,"  Spindler  ex- 
plains. "He  offered  the  youth  positions 
in  the  youth  organization  of  a  move- 
ment that  \\ould  lift  Germany  from 
chaos  and  disorder  and  unite  it  in  a 
disciplinary  system  under  a  'strong 
man.'  And  he  promised  them  that 
these  youth  groups  would  be  run  on 
strict  order  and  in  a  military  plan  in 
which  there  would  be  many  positions 
of  authority." 

Speaking  further  on  young  Ger- 
many, Spindler  declares  that  from 
them  must  spring  the  new  Reich.  The 
older  people  are  too  tired  and  disil- 
lusioned to  aid  materially  in  the  re- 
covery, he  believes.  How  then,  can  we 
regenerate  the  young  people  and  there- 
fore the  nation?  In  education,  he  is 
sine,  is  the  solution. 

"For  many  years  they  have  had  the 
\irtue   of   dictatorship    and   conquest 
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pounded  into  them,"  he  says,  "and  the 
whole  world  knows  the  result.  Log- 
ically then,  we  must  stress  the  gifts  of 
democracy  and  the  benefits  of  a  sys- 
tem based  on  the  freedom  and  dignity 
of  the  individual." 

The  United  Nations  must  lay  down 
a  standard  educational  system  which 
works  this  democratic  theme  over  and 
over  again  and  encoinages  the  prac- 
tical application  of  these  principles,  he 
believes.  In  the  schools,  he  says,  such 
things  as  the  election  of  school  officers, 
a  student  court,  and  active  participa- 
tion in  the  rimning  of  the  institution 
by  the  students  at  large  must  be  made 
compulsory— in  this  path  lies  the  an- 
swer to  the  occupation  and  rehabilita- 
tion dilemmas.  "You  in  America  have 
united  democratic  ideals  and  edtica- 
tion  and  gro^vn  strong  through  their 
intertwining.  In  Germany  the  same 
policy  may— and  probably  will— bring 
like  results.  This  union  is  America's 
heritage  and  Germany's  hope." 


Extract  from  a  coed's  loiter  home: 

"I'm  getting  fat.  I  weigh  155  pounds 

stripped.    Of  coinse  the  scales  at  the 

drug   store   may   not   be   so   accinate, 

but   that's  whaf  thev  reoister." 


The  little  old  gray  woman  bent 
()\er  the  cherub  in  the  cradle. 

"O-oo-oo.  You  look  so  sweet  I  could 
eat  you." 

Baby:  "The  hell  you  could.  You 
ha\en't  any  teeth." 
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FLOWER  GIFTS 

The  smartest  way  to  say  "Merry  Christ- 
mas" is  with  beautiful  flowers.  For  your 
sweetheart,  your  mother,  your  favorite 
aunt,  let  Don  Saville  suggest  the  flowers 
to  send.  We  telegraph  flower  gifts  any- 
where. 


HOLIDAY  CORSAGES 

A  new  and  unusual  corsage  or  floral  hair- 
do will  highlight  any  costume.  Let  us 
show  you  the  smart  effects  that  can  be 
achieved  with  flowers  to  wear. 
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Little  Lucy  has  just  rcLurncd  from 
ihe  children's  party  and  had  been 
called  into  the  dining  room  to  be 
exhibited  before  the  guests. 

"Tell  the  ladies  what  mama's  little 
darling  did  at  the  party,"  urged  the 
proud  mother. 

"1   Irowed  up,"  said  little  Lucy. 
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"You're  the  first  girl  I  ever  kissed," 
said  the  college  boy  as  he  shifted  the 
"ears  with  his  feet. 


"Uncle,  what's  a  bachelor?" 
"junior,   a  bachelor  is  a  man  who 
didn't  have  a  car  ^vhen  he  ^vas  in  col- 
lege." 


"Do  you  neck?" 
"That's  m\-  business!' 
"Oh,  a  professional." 


"What's  all  the  hurry?" 

"I  just  bought  a  text-book  and  I'm 
trying  to  get  to  class  before  the  next 
one  comes  out." 


"Is  this  a  picliue  of  yoiu'  fiance? 

"Yes." 

"She  must  be  \erv  rich." 


Gra^edigger,  addressing  two  ceme- 
tery caretakers:  "Sit  tight,  boys,  I'll  go 
out  and  dig  up  a  fom-th  for  bridge." 


As   the  cow  said   to   the  milkmaid, 
"Go  ahead  and  see  if  I  give  a  dram." 
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Parroteers 


This  is  CONNIE  STEELE 
and  RUTH  KRAUSE,  Assistant 
Business  Manager  and  Promo- 
tion Manager  of  the  Parrot  re- 
spectively. 

Connie,  a  Tri-Delt,  wants  to 
go  to  New  York  and  get  a  job 
after  graduation— probably  mag- 
azine work.  Right  now  she  is  in 
LA,  but  she's  going  to  transfer  to 
Education  any  registration  no^v. 
"A  teacher's  certificate  would  be 
awfully  handy,"  she  says.  Connie 
is  Co-Chairman  of  Scott  Hall 
open  houses,  "Vice-President  of 
the  Sheil  Club,  and  Tri-Delt 
rushing  chairman. 

Ruth  Krause  also  wants  to  do 
magazine  w'ork  when  she  leaves 
J  School— and  she  got  a  good 
start  at  it  this  summer  as  one  of 
the  fourteen  girls  taken  from  col- 
lege campuses  by  Mademoiselle 
to  be  guest  editors  of  its  college 
issue. 

Ruth,  an  Alpha  Chi,  is  from 
Rochester,  New  York.  Besides 
promoting  the  Parrot  she  is  Vice- 
President  of  the  YWCA  and 
Copy  Editor  of  the  Syllabus. 


Harvard  Man:  "Who  knocked  on 
my  door  just  now?" 

janitor:  "It  was  me." 

Har\ard  Man  to  second  HM: 
"What's  he  trying  to  say?" 
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Smooth  Senior:  I  like  a  girl  with  a 
good  figure— either  physical  or  (inan- 
cial. 


.\  cultured  \voiuan  is  one  who,  bv 
the  mere  shrug  of  her  shoulders,  can 
adjust  her  shoidder  straps. 


She  stepped  out  of  the  bathtub  and 
onto  the  bathroom  scales.  Hubby 
came  in  the  back  door  and  walked 
past  the  bathroom  door.  He  observed 
\vhat  she  was  doing  and  inquired, 
"How  manv  poimds  this  morning. 
hone\?" 

Without  bothering  to  look  around 
she  answered,  "Fifty,  and  be  sure  you 
don't  lea\e  the  tongs  on  the  back 
porch." 


"\\'ell,  my  boy,"  said  the  new  minis- 
ter to  the  three-year-old,  "What  did 
Santa  Claus  bring  you?" 

"Aw,  I  got  a  little  red  chair,"  said 
the  kid.  "but  it  ain't  much  good.  It's 
got  a  hole  in  the  bottom  of  it." 


Drunk  (watching  a  trombone  play- 
er) :  "Dammit,  he  can't  swallow  it 
e\erv  time." 


"May  I  kiss  your  hand?" 
"What's  the  matter?    Is  my  mouth 
sticky?" 


The  great  big  beautiful  car  drew  up 
to  the  curb  where  the  cute  little  work- 
ing girl  was  waiting  for  the  bus.  A 
gentleman  stuck  his  neck  out  and 
said,  "Hello,  I'm  dri\ing  west." 

"How  wonderful."  said  the  girl, 
'bring  me  back  an  orange." 
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must  be  the  reason  why  every- 
one falls  under  the  spell  oj  this 
sparkling  cocktail  and  theater 
jrock,  or  could  it  be  the  hypnotic 
influence  of  those  laicked,  daz- 
zling sequins?  But  all  agree,  this 
is  the  dress  for  all  important 
holiday  occasions. 


Jane:  "Nobody  lo\'es  me.  and  my 
hands  arc  cold." 

Joe:  "God  knes  you  and  your 
mother  loves  voii  and  vou  can  sit  on 
vour  hands." 


Going  to  the  Homecoming  game? 

Yah. 

Vou   Irom  Xorth^vestern? 

Yah.    Class  of  1940. 

That  ^\'as  my  class,  too.    Frat  man? 

Yah.    .S.\E. 

SAE?  Hell.  I  ^vas  an  SAE,  but  I 
don't  remember  you. 

Yah? 

Where'd  you  sit  at  meetings? 

Second  row. 

Oh.  that  accounts  for  it.  I  was  in 
the  third  balconv. 


"That's  a  nice  suit.  Joe.   Ho^^-  much 

was  it?" 

"A  himdred  and  ten  dollars." 
"Isn't  that  kind  of  expensi\e?" 
"Oh,    I    don't    kno^\-,    I    got    fifteen 

pairs  of  pants  -jvith  it." 


Bro\vn:  "I  think  your  son's  spoiled.  " 
Smith:    "Oh.    I    ^vouldn't   say    that, 

old  man." 

Brown:    "Then    come    outside    and 

see  what   a  steam  roller  just  did   to 

him." 


The  automobile  motor  began  to 
pound,  and  finally  stopped.  Tfie  wor- 
ried boy  friend  said  to  his  companion. 
"I  wonder  what  the  knock  could  be?" 

"Maybe,"  said  the  blonde  girl 
friend,  "it's  opportunity." 


He  never  gave  her  a  second  thought. 
He  was  too  busy  with  the  first  one. 


Voice  in  the  men's  dorm:  "Hey, 
you  guys.  Cut  out  that  swearing.  I've 
got  a  woman  in  mv  room." 


Get  the  Holiday  Spirit 

Have  Your 

Christmas  Haircut 

at 

THE   TRIM 
BARBER   SHOP 

1613    Sherman  Greenleaf    9009 


L 


There's  Stil!  Time  to 

Make  Christmas  Gifts 

<"«>  Scarves 
'■^  Mittens 
<^  Socks 

Instructions  and  Yarn 

LITTLE  KNIT  SHOP 

1612OrringtonUni.7770 


«^; 


j^^-^^ 


Invisible  Unl)reakal)le 

Contact  Lenses 

Ideal    for    football,    basketball.^ 
swimming   and   all   sports. 

Dr.  B.  Benell 
Van  Buren  8362 
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Because: 

everybody's  breath  offenda 
now  and  then.  So  let  Life 
Savers  sweeten  and  freshen 
your  breath  after  eating, 
drinking,  and  smoking. 


A  Box  of  Life- 
savers  for  the 
Best  Joke! 
What  is  the 
hest  joke  that 
you  heard  on 
the  campus  this 
week?  For  the 
hest  suhmittetl 
each  issue, 
there  will  he  a 
free  award  of  a 
carton  of  Life- 
savers.  Jokes 
will  he  judged 
hy  the  Editor. 
Suhmit  them  at 
the  Parrot  of- 
fice. 


''The  boss  smokes  Sir  Walter  Raleigh.^' 


Smokes  as  sweet 
as  it  smells 

".  . .  the  quality  pipe 
tobacco  of  America" 


[l        FREE.'  2  4  page  .Iluilroled  booHel  lelli  how  lo  leJecf  and  br 
leanmg,  etc.  Write  todcy    Brown  t   Wi/liomion  fobocco  Co 


CLUB 
SILHOUEnE 

•  Dancing 

•  Continuous   Entertainment 

•  Cocktails 

(Sorry — No  Minors  Served) 


1555  Howard 


Amb.  0348 


HOOS  CR  14 

For  Coughs 

J2 


i  '-^ 


Hoos  Drug  Store 


Special  j-or  t  [u  L^oeds 

until  January 
Permanenfs   -   $3.95 

Get  one  for  the  Holidays 

AoneS  ^y^ait  ^Itop 

1607  Sherman       Cre.  5161 


At  all  times 
On  all  occasions,  it's 


(J^ilti 


Flower  and  Gift  Shop 
600  Dempster  Gre.  7788 
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PURPLE    PARROT 


THE   EDITD 

PAGE 


A   VERY  MERRY   CHRISTMAS 


WELL,  IT  IS  JUST  ABOUT 
Christmastime  now.  And  we  are  feel- 
ing quite  Christmasey,  all  in  all.  Soon 
we  will  pull  our  stockings  out  of  the 
business  staff's  files  and  hang  them  up 
beside  the  mailbox.  We  hope  there 
will  be  something  nice  put  in  them— 
and  not  just  our  copy  of  the  Daily 
News,  although  we  may  not  have  that 
long.  The  new  bill  came,  you  see,  a 
long,  long  time  ago,  and  it  still  hasn't 
been  paid.  We've  lost  the  discount  and 
everything.  We  may  even  have  to  stop 
taking  the  paper.  We  feel  just  like 
sitting  down  and  crying. 

But  in  spite  of  our  troubles  we're 
having  a  jolly  Christmas  what  with 
little  sprigs  of  holly  about  .  .  .  and 
someone  put  electric  lights  on  the  of- 
fice halltree  so  that  it  looks  almost  like 
a  Christmas.  And  if  we  haven't  wassail, 
we  at  least  have  beer  and  skittles,  our 
old  bathrobe  .  .  .  and  Christmas  being 
what  it  is  we  may  well  have  a  new  one 
from  Aunt  Minnie  or  someone. 

Christmas  always  seems  to  set  winter 
in  in  dead  earnest  it  seems.  Once  the 
Yuletide  is  passed  the  dilly-dallying 
is  over  and  we  begin  to  wear  warmer 
clothes  and  think  about  summer  roll- 
ing around  again. 

And  then  come  the  formals  .  .  . 
the  All-University  ones.  That  leads  us 
to  the  main  point  of  the  page  this 
month,  wondering  if  we  will  still  ha\  e 
the  same  old  fight  over  corsages  or  no 
corsages  .  .  .  we  always  seem  to  have  it. 
In  fact,  we  can  see  the  whole  ques- 
tion   rocking    the    campus    and    the 


NATION-AT-LARGE.  It  could  hap- 
pen something  like  this. 

Daily  Nortlniiestern—Ja.nu3.ry  15, 
1946— Miss  Faux-Pas  Criminalle,  Deep 
Seepage,  N.  Y.,  freshman  majoring  in 
home  military  science,  created  a  furor 
last  night  at  the  Sophomore  Cotillion 
in  Patten  Gym  at  which  Guy  Lom- 
bardo  played  and  of  which  Wesley 
Jung,  group  organization  pillar  and 
sophomore  class  president,  Petoskey, 
Michigan,  sophomore  majoring  in 
farming,  was  general  chairman,  when 
she  defied  the  latest  SGB  regulation, 
of  which  Gene  Wyman,  erstwhile 
junior,  is  president,  and  was  passed  by 
student  vote,  by  appearing  dressed 
only  in  a  corsage. 

Was  her  face  red.  No  one  seemed  to 
remember. 

Time  Magazine— January  23,  1945— 
Foreign  Affairs  Department— Created 
was  a  sensation  when  one  Faux-Pas 
Criminalle,  student  at  obscure  North- 
western College,  appeared  at  a  college 
function  recently.  Reason:  Miss  Crim- 
inalle wore  a  corsage,  nothing  else. 
Buxom  Miss  Criminalle,  self-termed 
martyr  for  academic  freedom,  rebelled 
against  a  regulation  instituted  by  an 
aroused  student  body  banning  cor- 
sages. Questioned,  Student  Governing 
Board  President  Eugene  Wyman  had 
nothing  to  say. 

Commented  D.  Dunhamingwell 
Forks,  escort  of  zealot  Criminalle,  "I 
wondered  why  people  were  staring  at 
us.  I  thought  she  was  merely  wearing 
a  low-cut  gown.  But  they  were  nice 
flowers." 


Purdue  OiaHge— Lafayette,  Indiana 
—February  22,  1946— An  agricultural 
school  in  northern  Illinois  was  thrown 
into  a  turmoil  recently  when  a  female 
member  of  the  student  body,  which 
numbers  about  500,  attended  a  dance 
wearing  nothing  but  a  corsage. 

According  to  the  student,  she  at- 
tended the  dance  in  her  unique  cos- 
tume as  a  protest  against  a  regidation 
passed  by  some  sort  of  student  group 
which  forbids  the  wearing  of  corsages. 
The  regulation  was  passed  when  stu- 
dents found  themselves  unable  to  af- 
ford such  social  necessities. 

Daily  Norllnuestern  —  Editorial  — 
March  13,  1946— A  special  size  57/^ 
niche  is  hereby  reserved  in  North- 
western's  social  annals  for  Faux-Pas 
Criminalle,  brave  freshman  woman 
who  dared  the  wrath  of  SGB  by  wear- 
ing a  corsage  to  the  Sophomore  Prom. 
It  was  a  heartening  example  of  al- 
legiance to  the  true  democratic  prin- 
ciples of  the  American  Way. 

Hats  off  to  you,  Faux-Pas  Crim- 
inalle! Northwestern  needs  more  stu- 
dents with  your  devotion  to  personal 
liberty. 

Daily  Northwestern  -  BEG  PAR- 
DON-March  14,  1946-The  article 
printed  in  the  DAILY  January  15. 
1946,  concerning  the  costume  worn 
by  Miss  Faux-Pas  Criminalle  at  the 
Sophomore  Cotillion  was  erroneously 
stated.  Miss  Criminalle  was  not  wear- 
ing a  corsage  as  reported,  but  was  fully 
dressed.  The  DAILY'  sincerely  regrets 
this. 
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college  tcardrobe 


Top  the  bright  skirt  with  its  brighter  belt,  deep-sleeved  blouse. 

f  Do  a  quick  change  act  with  the  so  smart,  so  new  leotard  slacks. 

—^jUjnO^^^ — '  Skirt  and  slacks  in  royal  blue  with  lime  blouse;  fuchsia  with  winter 

-'       white.  Tegra  rayon.  Sizes  7-15.  Skirt  and  blouse,  $14.95.  Slacks,  $7.95. 

/r.  Chicagoan  Shop.  Fourth.  Slale      Chicago  2.  III. 
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PURPLE    P.4RR0T 


^UiUi  M  i  t/injm,  uMIm 


COME  ON,  COLLEGE  GUYS  AND  GALS 

enter  our  exciting  contests! 

HEHE  ARE  EAST  .^fO.XTH'S  Wt.\.\ERS  of  th«  topy  eonivHt 

First  Prize  ($25  merchandise  certificate)  goes  to  Emily  Mashburn 
Second  Prize  ($15  merchandise  certificate)  goes  to  Al  Goldstone 
Third  Prize  ($5  merchandise  certificate)  goes  to  Doris  Thompson 

And  thanks  to  you  all  for  the  really  ^'onderful  entries  submitted. 

HERE'S  A  CHANCE  TO  TRY  AGAIN! 
THIS  TIME  A  CONTEST  FOR  ARTISTS 

Have  your  drawings  published  in  an  ad  complete  with  Avinning  copy! 
Win  one  of  three  prizes! 

1.  Visit  the  office  of  the  Purple  Parrot  and  read  the  winning  copy  entries. 

2.  Sketch  a  feature  or  sjjot  drawing  appropos  of  the  copy. 

3.  All  entries  must  be  in  the  manager's  office,  fifth  floor,  by  5  p.  m. 
on  January  3rd. 

4.  The  winning  artwork  will  be  published  along  with  the  winning 
copy  in  the  next  Purple  Parrot  edition. 

OPEN  TO  AEt  NORTHl^'ESTERN  STUDENTS 


^?WITH  THE  THREE  FIRSTS  IN  SIVIOKING  PLEASURE 

^^/* /lll^/iyS  M/lDJEft  ^°  gather  around . . .  light  up  and  share  the 

y^.y-^  very  best  at  Christmastime.  Chesterfields  have 

j^  B£rr£R  TASHA/G  all  the  benefits  of  Smoking  Pleasure ...  they're 

/^  COOL£R  SMO/C/A^G  g'vable,  acceptable  and  enjoyable . . . 

RIGHT  COMBINATION 
WORLDS   BEST  TOBACCOS 


:  MvEKs  Tobacco  CiJ. 


W£Sr£Rf/£iD 


